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THE    OLD    ADAM. 

CHAPTER   I. 

CAUTION    VEBSUS  CUNXTXG. 

Mr.  Valentine  GtAUNt's  object  in  entering 
the  Doctor's  study  was  to  demand  tliat  he 
should  be  taken  into  partnership.  Tiie  even- 
ing of  Hebe's  flight  was,  he  felt,  a  good 
opportunity  for  making  this  demand.  Though 
his  salary  was  high — higher,  indeed,  than 
Leonard  Sterne's,  who  had  borne  the  heat 
and  burden  of  the  day — it  gave  him  no 
leverage.  So  long  as  he  was  merely  a  paid 
tutor,  he  was  liable  to  be  dismissed  at  any 
moment,  with  a  quarter's  salary  in  lieu  of 
notice ;  a  disaster  rendered  most  nnlikely  by 
his  cautious  method,  but  nevertheless  requir- 
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ing  to  be  guarded  against.  As  a  partner,  he 
would  stand  upon  a  perfectly  secure  footing. 
His  welfare  would  then  be  bound  up  with 
the  welfare  of  the  establishment,  while  a 
threat  to  wreck  it  would  bring  the  Doctor 
to  his  knees.  It  was  not  so  much  a  larger 
income  he  wanted  at  present — that  would 
come  in  due  course ;  it  was  additional 
power  to  make  eventual  success  a  certainty. 
Hence  he  would  bo  quite  content  with  an 
insignificant  share  at  first.  It  would  be  the 
more  readily  granted,  in  the  hope  of  saving 
the  remainder ;  but  when  once  the  thin  edge 
of  the  wedge  was  inserted,  the  rest  would 
speedily  follow. 

"  G-ood  evening,"  he  repeated,  looking  with 
undisguised  admiration  at  Nellie,  standing 
erect  and  defiant  before  her  father,  who  was 
leaning  back  in  his  chair. 

''  Coffee  is  served  in  the  drawing-room, 
Miss  Nellie,"  announced  Higgins,  bowing 
with  imperturbable  gravity,  yet  allowing  his 
solemn  eyes  to  wander  from  one  to  the  other. 

After  dinner  the  Doctor  often  retired  for  a 
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time  to  his  study  before  joining  Xellie  for 
coffee  in  the  drawing-room.  This  was  the 
meaning  of  Higgins's  announcement. 

"  Good  evening,  Mr.  Gaunt,"  said  the 
Doctor,  with  a  painful  attempt  at  cheerful- 
ness. Then  he  turned  to  Xellie  and  smilingly 
added  :  "  E-un  away,  dear,  and  attend  to  your 
duties.  I  have  something  to  say  to  Mr. 
Gaunt.     We'll  be  with  you  presently." 

Mr.  Valentine  Gaunt  walked  to  the  door 
and  held  it  open  for  her.  There  was  a  polite 
little  speech  on  the  tip  of  his  tongue,  but  it 
got  no  farther.  She  went  proudly  by,  with 
her  face  turned  away  from  him  as  if  she  could 
not  bear  even  the  sight  of  such  a  detestable 
object.  His  expression  grew  harder  as  he 
closed  the  door,  and  when  he  crossed  the 
room  towards  Nellie's  chair  in  the  window, 
his  tread  was  more  cat-like  than  ever.  It 
made  the  Doctor  shudder  to  watch  him,  he 
progressed  so  stealthily  towards  some 
imaginary  mouse.  Of  course,  his  purpose 
was  to  inspire  fear,  his  manner  being  far  too 
exaggerated  to  be  altogether  natural. 
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"  This  is  an  unfortunate  occurrence,"  he 
said,  watching  closely. 

"  Yes,  very  sad  indeed,"  replied  the  Doctor, 
with  a  sharp  glance.  The  old  suspicion  tliat 
Mr.  Yalentine  Gaunt  was  acquainted  with 
Arnold's  hiding-place,  had  suddenly  sprung 
into  his  mind  again,  though  he  could  not  tell 
why.     "  I  sincerely  pity  the  parents." 

"I  suppose  you  can  guess  what  has  become 
of  the  daughter.  No  ?  She  has  gone  to  be 
married  to  your  son " 

''  I  can't  believe  it." 

''  Who  has  been  earning  his  living  on  the 
boards  of  a  London  music-hall." 

As  the  Doctor  dropped  back  in  his  chair  he 
made  that  peculiar  motion  of  pressing  his 
hand  to  his  side.  His  poor  old  face  was 
white  aud  drawn  ;  he  gasped  for  breath  ;  the 
only  wonder  was  that  he  retained  his  con- 
sciousness, so  sudden  was  the  shock  and  so 
complete  the  ruin  of  his  dearest  hopes.  But 
he  was  always  marvellously  quick  to  recover  ; 
and  now  a  brighter  light  flashed  into  his 
dimmed  eyes,  though  he  quivered  in  every 
limb  in  the  attempt  to  hide  it. 
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Mr.  Yalentine  Gaunt  saw  it,  and,  with 
cool,  cautious  deliberation,  extinguished  it. 

"  You  think,"  he  said,  in  slow,  grating- 
accents,  "  I  have  given  you  the  means  of 
finding  him.  You  are  mistaken.  Arnold  is 
out  of  employment  at  present,  and  is  likely  to 
he  so  for  many  a  long  month  to  come.  It  is, 
therefore,  impossible  to  find  him.  At  the  same 
time,  if  any  of  the  parents  should  get  to  hear 
that  your  son  has  been  masquerading  in  a 
low  music-hall,  not  a  single  pupil  would  be 
left  in  the  place.  You  know  that,  Dr.  Coping- 
stone,  as  well  as  I  do.  It  is  a  very  melancholy 
business,  and  we  are  all  interested  in  hushing 
it  up. 

He  paused  to  mark  the  effect  of  his  words 
before  taking  his  next  step. 

The  Doctor  had  been  leaning  back  in  his 
chair,  his  fingers  playing  nervously  witli  his 
grey  hair,  and  his  whole  attitude  one  of  utter 
prostration.  As  he  was  very  early  in  his 
habits,  his  extraordinary  vigour  during  the 
day  usually  broke  down  in  the  evening,  so  he 
could  not  have  been  taken  at  a  greater  dis- 
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advantage.  Still,  what  lie  lacked  in  bodily 
strength  he  made  up  for  in  resolution.  "When 
he  heard  Mr.  Valentine  Gaunt's  last  sentence, 
he  once  more  pulled  himself  together.  It 
was  a  clever  little  trick  that  he  had  devised. 
He  had  been  thinking  over  it  for  some  weeks, 
and,  while  shrinking  from  the  necessity  that 
had  forced  it  upon  him,  was  rather  i^roud  of 
it.  It  was  nothing  more  nor  less  than  to 
bind  over  his  enemy  to  keep  the  peace  by 
giving  him  a  small  share  in  the  establishment. 
It  would  then  be  to  his  interest  to  work  in 
harmony  with  everybody. 

"  I  have  been  considering  the  result  of 
your  work,  Mr.  Gaunt,"  began  the  Doctor, 
sitting  up  and  fidgeting  with  his  pen.  "  You 
have  been  very  successful — very  successful 
indeed.  Now  it  has  occurred  to  me  that  the 
present  method  of  payment  is  scarcely  fair, 
when  you  do  so  much.  What  would  you  say 
if  I  were  to  offer  you,  instead  of  a  fixed 
salary  " — he  glanced  for  the  first  time  at  the 
heavy-browed  man  sitting,  with  folded  arms, 
on  the  low  armchair  in  the  window — "  ten 
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per  cent,  of  the  net  profits,  with  a  prospective 
increase  ? " 

Air.  Valentine  Gaunt  stared  in  astonish- 
ment. Here,  freely  offered  to  him,  was  the 
very  thing  that  he  had  come  to  demand  ! 
What  was  the  artful  old  fellow  driving  at  ? 
Really,  this  required  very  careful  considera- 
tion. It  was  lucky  that  he  had  not  made  his 
proposal  before  getting  this  warning.  Of 
course,  there  was  a  trap  of  some  sort — the 
crafty  opening  showed  that — but  it  was  un- 
commonly hard  to  see.  However,  he  was  not 
such  a  fool  as  to  fall  into  any  trap,  no  matter 
how  skilfully  it  might  be  laid.  The  real 
motive  was  plain  before  Mr.  Valentine  Gannt's 
eyes,  but  he  looked  beyond  it  for  something 
much  more  abstruse  and  so  more  suited  to 
the  Doctor's  character. 

'•  Well  ? "  said  the  Doctor,  after  a  long 
silence. 

"It  is  my  method,"  replied  Mr.  Valentine 
Gaunt,  "  never  to  do  anything  in  a  hurry.  I 
should  like  a  day  or  two  to  decide." 

The  Doctor  gave   him   a   swift  glance  of 
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apprehension.  There  was  clearly  some  new 
clanger  lurking  in  the  background.  In  no 
other  way  could  hesitation  to  accept  this 
generous  offer  be  accounted  for.  The  man 
must  be  bought  at  any  price. 

"  Suppose  I  said  eleven  per  cent.  ? "  was 
his  next  bid. 

"  I'll  remember  that,"  replied  Mr.  Valentine 
Gaunt,  growing  more  wary  as  the  Doctor's 
anxiety  increased. 

*^  And  a  house." 

"•  I'll  remember  that,  too." 

"  But  you  still  hesitate  ?  " 

"  Yes,"  said  Mr.  Valentine  Gaunt,  with  a 
sly  smile,  which  meant :    No,  no,  old  fellow. 


you 


don't  Gfet  over  me. 
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"  Twelve  and  a  half  per  cent.,  then,"  said 
the  Doctor  desperately. 

"  You  must  give  me  time  to  consider 
it. 

At  the  conclusion  of  this  ludicrous  incident 
both  were  thoroughly  alarmed.  When  they 
went  into  the  drawing-room,  they  scarcely 
spoke,  but  gazed  at  one  another  across  their 
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cups  of  coffee  with  the  greatest  suspicion. 
Xellie,  quick  to  perceive  tliat  something  was 
the  matter,  placed  herself  by  her  flither's  side 
and  tried  to  coax  hi  in  into  a  more  cheerful 
humour.  She  did  get  him  to  talk  to  her,  but 
it  was  a  terrible  effort  after  the  blow  that  had 
just  descended  on  him,  and  his  eyes  kept 
wandering  to  their  moody  visitor,  watching 
them  from  the  couch  opposite. 

It  was  singular  that  on  this,  perhaps  the 
only  occasion  when  the  Doctor's  cunning  had 
proved  really  useful  to  him,  he  did  not  know 
it,  and  endeavoured  to  counteract  its  effects. 
It  was  also  singular  that  when  he  had  done 
his  utmost  to  harm  himself  by  offering  a  fatal 
concession  to  his  enemy,  it  should  not  have 
been  eagerly  accepted  ;  that  the  man  of 
caution,  finding  every  obstacle  suddenly  re- 
moved from  his  path,  should  have  conceived 
a  distrust  of  the  man  of  cunning  and  have 
hesitated  to  advance.  The  Doctor,  as  we 
know,  had  good  cause  for  fear,  though  in 
precisely  the  opposite  direction  to  that  in 
which  he  was  now  looking  ;  but  Mr.  Valentine 
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Gaunt  was  frightened  at  merely  the  Logies  of 
a  guilty  conscience. 

He  spent   several  days  in    pondering   tlie 
matter,    but   without   finding    what   he    was 
seeking.     Then  he  got  the  Doctor  to  put  his 
offer  in  black  and  white,  and  studied  it  care- 
fully ;   and  still  he  could    not    see   anything 
wrong  with  it.     If  he  had  been  pressed  for 
time  he  would  have  accepted  it  then,  on  the 
chance  of  guarding  against  a  possible  danger 
afterwards ;   but  what    he    had  already  seen 
convinced   him    that    any  delay  was    in  his 
favour.     If  the  concession  had  been  prompted 
by  fear,  the  longer  he  hesitated,  the  more  he 
was  likely  to  get.     He  could  not  have  a  more 
powerful  weapon  than  suspense.     If,  on  the 
other  hand,   there  was  some  hidden  danger, 
he  would  have  all  the  more  chance  of  detect- 
ing  it.     Besides,  now  that   he   had   planted 
his   shaft,  he   had    better   defer   the  coup-de- 
grace  until  the  marriage  had  actually  taken 
place. 

Notwithstanding  his  temporary  embarrass- 
ment, Mr.  Valentine  Gaunt  was  as  confident 
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that,  before  another  twelve  months  had  gone 
by,  he  would  be  the  head  of  the  establishment 
as  it  is  possible  to  be  about  anything  in  the 
world.  Sterne,  he  had  decided,  should  be 
sent  about  his  business  the  first  thing  ;  several 
other  alterations  would  be  necessary,  his 
migration  to  the  Hut  among  the  number ; 
but  the  other  tutors  might  remain.  He  was 
not  quite  so  sure  about  his  marriage  with 
Nellie,  which  was  very  desirable,  on  account 
of  the  Doctor's  money;  but  considering  the 
pressure  he  could  bring  to  bear,  he  thought 
it  highly  probable. 

If  he  was  at  this  time  driving  a  good 
many  horses,  it  will  be  noticed  that  he  was 
neither  so  rash  as  to  drive  them  all  simul- 
taneously nor  so  foolish  as  to  weaken  his 
energies  by  driving  them  in  different  direc- 
tions. They  ^vere  stationed  along  the  road 
to  this  goal,  and  he  urged  them  forward  by 
easy  stages,  turn  and  turn  about.  Arnold 
and  Hebe  had  served  his  purpose  and  were 
done  with  ;  Leonard  Sterne  and  Philip 
Strath clvde  were  awaiting  their  turn  at  an 
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early  future  ;   so  also  was  Nellie ;   only  the 
Doctor  was  being  driven  at  present. 

Of  course,  there  was  M.  Dubarri,  but  he 
must  rest  for  a  while  at  any  rate.  As  the 
examination  was  close  at  hand,  this  needs 
explanation.  Like  many  another  who  has 
climbed  into  respectable  affluence,  Mr.  Yalen- 
tine  Graunt  thought  it  prudent  to  leave  his 
old  tools  behind  him.  Having  now  mastered 
every  detail  of  his  work,  he  felt  that  he  could 
do  without  them  ;  at  least,  he  meant  to  try. 
Even  if  his  pupils  should  turn  out  badly,  he 
was  no  longer  dependent  upon  the  favour  of 
a  man  who  smiled  or  frowned  according  as 
they  got  good  marks  or  bad.  But  if  abso- 
lutely necessary,  he  could  revert  to  M. 
Dubarri,  though  he  would  much  rather  not. 
When  his  possessions  were  insignificant,  he 
had  no  cause  for  fear.  But  now  that  he  had 
attained  position  and  wealth,  he  was  afraid 
lest  his  old  accomplice  should  find  him  out 
and  proceed  to  extort  money  by  means  of 
threats.  This,  of  course,  would  be  uncom- 
monly awkward.     It  would    be   a    low   pro- 
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ceeding  altogether.     But,    then,  wliat   could 
one  expect  from  M.  Dubarri  ? 

Mr.  Valentine  Gaunt  had  another  reason 
for  keeping  away  from  the  dingy  little  house 
in  the  Harrow  Road  just  at  present,  though 
it  was  one  that  he  scarcely  liked  to  confess 
even  to  himself.  Arnold  might  feel  annoyed 
at  the  stratagem  practised  upon  him,  and, 
being  a  tall,  powerful  young  fellow,  might 
be  tempted  to  use  his  strength  in  a  manner 
unbecoming  a  gentleman.  Mr.  Valentine 
Gaunt  determined  to  put  temptation  out  of 
his  way.  He  w^ould  keep  clear  of  the  Harrow 
Road  until  thin2:s  had  settled  down  a  bit. 

Meanwhile  he  had  enough  to  do  to  prepare 
his  candidates  for  the  coming  examination. 
Knowing  that  the  result  would  be  closely 
criticised  by  Leonard  Sterne  and  others  who 
had  suspected  him  of  foul  play,  he  exerted 
himself  to  the  utmost.  He  lectured  his 
classes  almost  incessantly,  and  the  big  meer- 
schaum— the  grinning  monkey  which  had 
now  become  a  mottled  brown — was  seldom 
out  of  his  mouth.     It  was  noticeable  that  the 
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'^  tips  "  were  more  numerous  and  his  manner 
less  confident  than  hitherto  ;  he  was  not  so 
positive  ahout  the  exact  nature  of  the 
questions  as  he  was  about  their  general  style ; 
but  for  all  that,  the  pupils  hung  upon  every 
word  of  a  man  who  had  proved  himself  such 
a  singularly  successful  prophet. 

For  this  reason,  they  worked  less  steadily 
than  they  otherwise  would  have  done.  Since 
they  could  place  full  reliance  upon  their 
tutor's  ability,  why  should  they  trouble 
themselves  ?  Provided  with  his  "  tips," 
which  they  could  easily  work  up  at  the  last 
moment,  they  were  certain  of  success.  So 
they  did  very  little  until  the  last  day  or  two, 
when  Merridale,  Plantagenet,  and  Silver- 
spoon  suddenly  grew  serious  and  went  in  for 
frightful  spasms  of  English  literature  ;  Tattle- 
maine  wandered  about  in  a  state  of  despera- 
tion ;  and  the  eye  of  Puddleton  generally 
was  seen  to  be  "  in  a  fine  frenzy  rolling." 

Heavisides  was  among  the  few  who  looked 
cheerful.  It  had  again  been  decided  at  a 
cabinet   council,  where   Mr.   Jostler   had   as 
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usual   attempted   to   make   several   speeches, 
that  he  could  not  get  a  single  mark  in  any 
subject ;  so  he  had  been  scratched  for  about 
the    twentieth    time.      Nevertheless,    when 
strumming  on  his  beloved  banjo,  he  walked 
down  the  street  to  bid  his  companions  fare- 
well, his  smile  was  as  sweet  as  ever,  and  he 
looked  the  very  picture  of  contentment.     As 
the  weather  was  exceedingly  sultry,  he  wore 
neither   coat   nor  waistcoat,  but  merely  the 
Panama  straw  hat,  a  coloured  shirt,  large- 
check  trousers  with  a  gaudy  scarf  round  his 
waist,  and  tennis-shoes.    In  this  airy  costume 
he  sauntered  about  the  village,  playing  his 
solitary   nigger   melody   and    cheering   each 
veliicle  as  it  drove  away. 

After  the  candidates  had  gone,  the  usual 
gloom  fell  upon  Puddle  ton.  All  the  trades- 
people panting  at  their  doors  on  these  hot 
summer  evenings  wore  a  dissatisfied  look 
because  most  of  their  best  customers  had 
departed  ;  there  was  a  dismal  aspect  about 
the  villagers  idling  in  their  gardens — they 
missed   the   sight   of  the   grand   coach,   the 
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tootling  of  tlie  liorns,  the  music  of  the  band, 
to  all  of  wliicli  they  had  grown  accustomed  ; 
and  the  pupils  wandered  about  disconsolately, 
not  knowing  what  to  do  with  themselves  now 
that  real  work  was  over  for  the  term  and 
their  companions  were  gone.  Mr.  Pike  was 
still  away  searching  for  Hebe,  whose  disap- 
pearance had  passed  into  history,  and  so  had 
been  forgotten  by  most ;  while  the  Doctor 
spent  much  time  in  London  looking  for 
Arnold. 

It  had  become  a  very  frequent  remark  that 
he  had  aged  sadly.  He  still  showed  the  same 
wonderful  vitahty,  the  same  energy,  the  same 
dash ;  but  sorrow  was  written  deeply  on  his 
face,  his  hair  and  beard  were  almost  white, 
and  the  tall,  wiry  figure  stooped  a  little, 
especially  when  he  thought  no  one  was 
watching  him.  He  seemed  to  hold  himself 
erect  only  by  an  effort,  and  seldom  went  out 
riding  nowadays,  which  showed  the  change 
in  him  more  than  anything  else.  In  fact, 
everything  had  lost  its  attraction  for  him, 
except  work  and  his  fruitless  search. 
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His  loss  of  spirits  reacted  strongly  upon 
those  around  him.  As  lie  was,  or  rather  had 
been,  omnipotent  in  the  village,  all  were 
accustomed  to  study  his  moods  and  shape 
their  behaviour  accordingly  ;  and  now  that 
he  seldom  smiled,  they  also  felt  depressed. 

The  prevailing  gloom  was  enlivened  only 
by  the  despatches  that  Mr.  Jostler,  who  was 
again  in  charge  of  the  operations,  soon  began 
to  send  down  from  the  seat  of  war.  How- 
ever, the  excitement  that  they  caused  was  of 
a  very  melancholy  nature.  As  one  telegram 
after  another  arrived  for  the  Doctor,  the 
invariable  question  was  :  "  Who  is  ploughed 
now  ?  "  Nearly  every  message  and  letter 
chronicled  a  fresh  disaster,  chiefly  among 
Mr.  Valentine  Gaunt's  pupils ;  for  Leonard 
Sterne's  appeared  to  be  doing  fairly  well, 
considering  the  material  that  he  had  had  to 
work  upon.  The  candidates  who  still  sur- 
vived, regularly  forwarded  the  examination 
papers,  with  their  answers,  when  possible, 
written  by  the  side  of  the  questions  ;  and 
these,  as  a  rule,  were  very  dismal  reading. 

VOL.  III.  c 
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There  can  be  nothing  more  exasperating  to 
a  tutor  than  to  see  a  whole  series  of  absurd 
answers  to  simple  questions — simple,  at  least, 
to  him — and  then  to  turn  to  his  pupil's  letter 
and  read  the  naive  comments  and  complacent 
hopes  that  he  has  passed.  Yet  such  things 
were  of  daily  occurrence  in  Puddleton ;  and 
from  the  black  looks  to  be  seen  in  every 
direction,  one  might  have  thought  that  the 
dreaded  collapse  really  was  impending. 

In  this  crisis,  the  Doctor,  acting  with  his 
usual  promptitude  and  decision,  summoned  a 
cabinet  council.  For  the  moment  he  laid 
aside  the  other  troubles  in  order  to  avert  the 
threatened  catastrophe,  for  none  knew  better 
what  a  slippery  customer  fame  is.  If  his 
light  was  to  be  extinguished,  he  was  deter- 
mined that  it  should  not  be  by  failure  in  the 
very  thing  that  had  brought  him  renowu  ;  if 
he  had  to  die,  he  would  at  any  rate  die  game. 

When  the  tutors  were  assembled  in  the 
study,  he  invited  them  to  give  their  opinions, 
and  listened  with  thoughtful  attention  to 
what  they  had  to  say.     Those  who  showed 
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any  inclination  to  be  discursive  were  politely 
requested  to  present  the  kernel  without  the 
shell.  In  this  way,  the  business  was  got 
through  very  rajDidly.  The  majority  laid 
the  blame  upon  the  candidates  themselves. 
One  or  two,  however,  sided  with  Mr.  Valen- 
tine Gaunt  in  maintaining  that  the  failure 
was  due  to  a  want  of  harmony  among  the 
tutors,  for  which  Sterne  was  solely  responsible. 

"  No  case,  abuse  the  plaintiff,"  said  the 
Doctor.  "And  that,"  added  he,  banging  his 
fist  upon  the  table,  "  is  the  legal  maxim  I  am 
going  to  act  upou." 

Accordingly  he  wrote  to  the  Times,  com- 
menting in  stringent  language  upon  the 
scandalous  behaviour  of  the  Civil  Service 
Examiners.  There  were,  he  said,  certain  set 
subjects  upon  which  the  papers  were  sup- 
posed to  be  based,  yet  in  the  recent  examina- 
tion many  of  the  questions  were  quite  outside 
the  prescribed  limits.  This  was  not  only 
contrary  to  the  regulations  but  also  most 
unfair  to  parents,  tutors,  and  pupils.  It 
meant   a   great   waste   of  time,  labour,  and 
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money.  In  their  anxiety  to  eliminate  "  cram," 
the  examiners  were  doing  the  very  thing  to 
render  it  absolute  necessary  ;  for  if  they  were 
to  persist  in  their  present  course,  no  school 
could  hope  to  compete  with  the  "  crammer," 
with  his  thorough  knowledge  of  the  papers. 

Not  content  with  this  letter,  which  served 
his  purpose  admirably,  the  Doctor  instructed 
Sterne  to  write  to  every  one  of  the  parents, 
stating  the  case  at  greater  length  and  empha- 
sizing it  by  means  of  carefully  selected 
examples.  Of  course,  he  knew  that  the 
Duke  of  Tudor,  for  instance,  would  no  more 
dream  of  attempting  to  solve  the  algebraical 
problems  presented  to  him  than  he  would 
of  staying  at  his  town  house  in  September  ; 
but  he  also  knew  that  nothing  is  so  con- 
vincing as  a  broad  array  of  facts,  no  matter 
whether  or  not  they  are  intelligible.  The 
parents,  thus  prepared  for  their  sons'  failure, 
joined  with  them  in  abusing  those  dreadful 
examiners ;  those  who  had  seats  in  either 
House,  even  questioned  the  Government  on 
the  subject ;  and  all  spoke  well  of  the  Doctor 
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who     had     nobly    come     forward    as    their 
champion. 

In  brief,  his  bold  manoeuvre  was  attended 
with  complete  success.  He  turned  a  possible 
catastrophe  to  such  advantage  that  at  no 
time  had  his  reputation  stood  higher  than  it 
did  after  this  disastrous  examination.  It  will 
be  seen,  then,  that,  broken  as  the  Doctor  was 
in  spirit,  his  right  hand  had  not  lost  its 
cunning. 

One  evening,  shortly  after  the  commence- 
ment of  the  vacation,  Mr.  Yalentine  Gaunt 
returned  to  the  attack.  The  marriage  must, 
he  felt,  have  taken  place ;  in  any  case,  it  was 
time  to  advance  another  step.  Now  that  his 
work  was  nearly  finished,  he  could  view  it 
with  considerable  satisfaction.  It  contained 
no  flaw  of  any  sort ;  it  was  neatly  riveted, 
delightful  to  the  eye,  a  splendid  testimony  to 
the  value  of  his  method  for  overcoming 
difficulties.  Altogether,  it  was  something  to 
be  proud  of. 

He  entered  the  study  in  his  usual  stealthy 
way,  no  footfall  telling  of  his  approach ;  but 
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lo  !  there  he  stood,  smiling  his  sinister  smile. 
The  Doctor  started  at  the  sight  of  him,  and 
hurriedly  thrust  a  crumpled  paper  into  the 
drawer  of  the  writing-table.  It  was  an  old 
letter  from  his  missing  son.  With  a  weary 
sigh,  he  once  more  leaned  back  in  his  chair 
and  waited,  while  Mr.  Yalentine  Gaunt 
walked  to  the  window  and  sat  down.  He 
folded  his  arms  and  kept  them  so,  except 
once  or  twice  when  his  hand  fluttered  in  the 
air.  The  Doctor  looked,  if  possible,  more 
worn  and  miserable  than  on  the  previous 
occasion,  but  otherwise  the  scene  was  pre- 
cisely the  same. 

"  I  have  considered  your  proposal,  Dr. 
Copingstone,"  began  Mr.  Yalentine  Gaunt, 
"  and  feel  disposed  to  accept  it,  with  one  or 
two  slight  alterations." 

In  the  Doctor's  mind  there  was  a  be- 
wildering conflict  of  emotions.  He  was 
sorry  that  he  had  made  the  proposal,  relieved 
at  its  acceptance,  distressed  at  the  thought 
of  being  bound  to  this  man's  chariot  wheel, 
alarmed    at   his  cool  self-possession  and  the 
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suggestiveness  of  his  last  words — everything 
but  happy. 

"Let  me  hear  what  you  propose,  Mr. 
Gaunt,"  he  said,  striving  to  be  composed  also. 

"  You  mentioned  twelve  and  a  half  per 
cent,  of  the  net  profits,  and  a  house.  I 
would  suggest  twenty  per  cent,  and  a  house." 

"From  any  one  else,"  said  the  Doctor, 
goaded  beyond  endurance,  "  T  should  call 
that  a  most  impudent  proposal." 

"  And  so  it  would  be,"  returned  Mr. 
Yalentine  Gaunt,  with  an  odious  smile. 
"  There,  I  quite  agree  with  you.  From  any 
one  else,  it  certainly  would  be  a  most 
impudent  proposal,  and  in  that  case,  I  should 
be  strongly  o|)posed  to  your  accepting  it. 
But  coming  from  me,  it  is  different ;  at  least, 
I  can  regard  it  differently.  I,  you  have  told 
me,  have  done  so  much,  and,  perhaps  I  may 
add,  know  so  much." 

"  But,"  said  the  Doctor  pettishly,  "  twenty 
per  cent,  is  unreasonable." 

"Half  a  loaf  is  said  to  be  better  than  no 
bread,    and   here   you   get   four-fifths.     You 
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see,  my  object  is  to  prevent  an  accident. 
Suppose  it  were  to  come  out  that  you  had 
been  constantly  telling  people  that  your  son 
was  at  the  University,  while  all  the  time  you 
did  not  know  where  he  was,  they  might 
think  it  very  reprehensible  conduct  in  a 
clergyman.  They  would  look  at  the  act 
rather  than  at  the  motive,  which  no  doubt 
is  excellent." 

He  stopped  and  glanced  at  the  Doctor, 
who  had  covered  his  face  with  his  hands. 

"  Suppose,"  proceeded  Mr.  Valentine  Gaunt, 
"  they  were  also  to  ascertain  that  your  son's 
occupation  was  playing  the  buffoon  to  a 
music-hall  audience,  and  that  his  partner  was 
the  daughter  of  a  pettifogging  country  prac- 
titioner"— he  quoted  the  Doctor's  own  ex- 
pression with  great  unction — "  whom  he  had 
induced  to  run  away  from  her  parents." 

"  That's  a  lie,"  cried  the  Doctor,  starting 
into  animation  in  a  moment. 

"  They  would  be  still  less  disposed,"  con- 
tinued his  tormentor  coolly,  "  to  consider 
his  father  a  proper  instructor  for  their  sons." 
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"  Mr.  Gaunt,"  said  the  Doctor  desperately, 
'*  I  have  a  great  mind  to  get  rid  of  my  pupils 
and  then  defy  you  to  do  your  worst." 

It  was  with  intense  eagerness  that  the  old 
man,  driven  to  bay,  watched  the  effect  of  this 
stroke.  With  both  hands,  he  clutched  the 
arms  of  his  chair,  and  leaned  forward  to  peer 
at  the  tall,  round-shouldered  corpulent  figure 
leaning  back  in  Nellie's  seat,  calmly  stroking 
his  whiskers.  He  noticed  no  contraction  of 
the  overhanging  brows,  no  reddening  of  the 
high  cheekbones,  no  angry  gleam  in  the 
watchful  eyes ;  the  very  care  with  which 
the  darkened  hair  was  brushed  across  the 
bald  patches,  seemed  a  part  of  the  method 
which  would  not  admit  of  a  flaw ;  and  as  he 
watched  his  heart  sank  like  lead.  Slowly, 
as  if  hope  were  being  wrenched  out  of  him, 
inch  by  inch,  he  sank  back  to  his  old 
position. 

Mr.  Valentine  Gaunt  had  prepared  for  this 
contingency.  He  knew  that  the  threat 
would  have  been  launched  long  ago,  but  for 
the  Doctor's  love  of  the  establishment  he  had 
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built  up  and  his  ambition  that  it  should  rise 
still  higher  and  endure.  He  had  expected  it, 
however,  and  was,  therefore,  ready  for  it. 
He  smiled,  as  he  said — 

"Dr.  Copingstone,  the  highly  respected 
Eector  of  Puddleton,  would  scarcely  like  it 
to  be  known  that  the  Eev.  C.  C.  Copingstone 
ran  away  with  the  intended  wife  of  another 
man ;  that  he  still  cherishes  in  kindly  re- 
membrance his  sinful  alter  egoT  He  stopped 
and  pointed  to  the  double  picture,  "  the  Old 
Adam." 

"  Ah,  you  know  that  also,"  said  the  Doctor, 
not  without  a  tinge  of  admiration  mingled 
with  his  distress.  "  I  agree  to  your  proposal, 
Mr.  Gaunt,  because  I  can't  help  myself.  But 
I  add  one  condition — the  strictest  silence." 

"  Talking  would  be  as  hurtful  to  my 
interests  as  to  yours.  But,"  said  he,  offering 
the  sugar  after  the  medicine,  "  I'll  do  more 
than  that  :  I'll  help  you  to  find  Arnold. 
By  working  together,  we  might  be  able  to 
rescue  him  from  his  ignominious  position 
and  set  him  on  his  legs  again,  say,  in  the 
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colonies,  for  tuition  is,  of  course,  out  of  the 
question." 

It  was  in  quite  a  pleasant  tone  that  he 
brought  forward  his  little  scheme  for  making 
friends  all  round.  He  flattered  himself  that 
it  was  rather  a  neat  touch.  Arnold  could 
scarcely  say  anything  against  the  man  who 
had  done  him  this  good  turn ;  and  even  if 
he  should  prove  objectionable,  he  would  soon 
be  out  of  the  way.  In  any  case,  though  the 
search  might  be  commenced  at  once,  it  would 
not  be  advisable  to  find  him  until  matters 
had  been  definitely  settled  ;  but  this  could 
not  diminish  the  Doctor's  gratitude  in  the 
long  run. 

"-  If,"  said  the  Doctor  hoarsely,  "  you  can 
restore  Arnold  to  me,  I  shall  think  you  under 
and  not  overpaid."  In  the  midst  of  his 
affection  for  his  son,  stronger  now  than  it 
had  ever  been  before,  there  was  a  slight 
revival  of  tlie  old  hope,  and  dreading  lest  it 
should  be  noticed  and  once  more  crushed  out, 
he  hastened  to  add  :  "  Oh,  Mr.  Gaunt,  you 
are  not  a  father  ;  you  don't  know  what  it  is 
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to  lose  a  son  ;  if  you  did,  you  could  not  fail 
to  pity  me — you  would  be  merciful — you 
would  indeed." 

Great  must  have  been  his  agony  when  he 
who  judged  others  so  accurately,  could  have 
made  such  an  appeal  to  such  a  concentration 
of  fiendish  selfishness. 

"  You  may  rely  on  me,  Dr.  Copingstone," 
said  Mr.  Yalentine  Gaunt,  with  a  polite  in- 
clination of  the  head,  "  to  do  my  best.  If 
Arnold  is  to  be  found  " — he  was  pleased  to 
ignore  the  very  strong  hint  that  he  possessed 
the  desired  information — "  depend  upon  it, 
we  shall  find  him." 

The  Doctor  only  sighed. 

"  One  point  more,"  said  Mr.  Yalentine 
Gaunt.  "  Though  we  shall  be  partners  under 
the  new  arrangement,  our  interests  will  not 
be  perfectly  identical.  You,  I  know,  are  as 
anxious  as  I  am  to  prevent  the  chance  of  any 
disputes.  You  also  wish  this  establishment 
to  last  after  you  are — hem — gone.  Here, 
again,"  he  was  watching  keenly,  and  his  tones 
were  measured  but  cordial,   "  I  should  like 
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to  further  your  wishes.  If  you  are  agreeable, 
I  should  be  delighted  to  take  your  name  and 
marry " 

There  was  a  knock  at  the  door  and  Nellie 
entered. 

"  The  coffee  is  getting  quite  cold,"  she  said, 
placing  herself,  as  before,  between  her  father 
and  Mr.  Yalentine  Gaunt,  of  whom  she  took 
not  the  smallest  notice. 

If  she  had  known  the  subject  of  conversa- 
tion, she  could  not  have  arrived  more  oppor- 
tunely. She  carried  off  her  wretched  father, 
who  seemed  quite  stunned,  now  that  the 
whole  of  the  cruel  crafty  plot  had  been  laid 
bare.  As  they  two — the  old  man  and  the 
young  maiden  clinging  lovingly  to  his  side — 
walked  into  the  drawing-room,  their  black 
shadow  sullenly  rose  and  followed  them. 
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CHAPTER    II. 

A   BRIEF    FAREWELL. 

Before  Philip  went  up  to  London  for  his 
examination,  he  called  at  the  Rectory  to  take 
leave  of  Nellie.  Within  the  last  few  weeks 
they  had  met  several  times,  but  he  had  never 
once  asked  her  why  she  used  to  avoid  him. 
If  his  reserve  was  partly  due  to  Leonard 
Sterne's  advice,  it  was  also  due  to  his  com- 
plete trust  in  her.  Since  he  had  been  told 
that  she  had  a  secret  which  she  did  not  wish 
him  to  know  at  present,  he  had  been  content 
to  bide  her  time. 

One  of  the  many  things  that  mystified  him 
was,  that  the  Doctor  no  longer  opposed  their 
meeting.  Not  that  he  had  in  any  way 
sanctioned  it ;  but  he  looked  on  without 
interference — with  a  strange  mixture  of  in- 
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decision  and  indifference,  as  if  he  was  passing 
through  a  severe  struggle  jet  cared  not  how- 
it  ended.  The  explanation  was  to  be  found 
in  his  threat  to  Mr.  Valentine  Graunt.  But 
as  Philip  could  not  know  this,  he  was  com- 
pletely puzzled,  and  at  the  same  time  delighted 
to  find  the  scale  inclining  in  his  favour. 

It  was  towards  the  close  of  a  beautiful 
afternoon  that  he  walked  up  to  the  old- 
fashioned  porch  where  the  passion-flowers 
were  peeping  from  the  clematis  like  pebbles 
from  the  white  surge.  A  slight  shower  had 
sprinkled  the  leaves  with  diamonds,  and  there 
was  just  sufficient  moisture  in  the  air  to  make 
the  sumbeams  look  like  threads  of  gossamer. 
The  breeze  was  soft  and  warm ;  a  delicate 
pink  mist  hung  over  the  distant  landscape, 
but  faded  away  as  the  wavy  meadows  and 
cornlands  swept  past  the  oaks  and  poplars 
towards  Camelback,  down  which  the  Splash- 
water  was  dancing  merrily ;  and  from  every 
brake  came  the  piping  notes  of  the  blackbirds. 
In  short,  an  afternoon  to  cheer  a  lover's  heart. 
if  ever  there  was  one. 


32  THE   OLD   ADAM. 

"  Is  Miss  Nellie  at  home,  Higgins  ?  "  asked 
Philip. 

"  No,  sir,  she  is  not,"  replied  Higgins,  with 
a  wink.  It  certainly  was  a  very  solemn  wink, 
bnt  there  could  be  no  doubt  about  its  nature, 
for  this  white-headed  machine  gravely  raised 
one  corner  of  its  mouth  at  the  same  time  as 
it  closed  the  corresponding  eye. 

Taken  aback  by  this  singular  phenomenon, 
Philip  could  merely  stammer  out — 

''  She  is  not  at  home  ?  " 

"  No,  sir,  she  is  not,"  replied  Higgins,  with 
another  solemn  wink. 

"  Is  there  anything  the  matter  with  you, 
Higgins  ?  "  inquired  Philip. 

"  No,  sir  ;   thank  you  kindly." 

Philip  looked  at  him  curiously  and  indeed 
anxiously.  While  he  still  lingered,  it  occurred 
to  him  that  Higgins,  being  a  very  watchful 
man,  might  have  taken  the  cue  from  the 
Doctor.  Perhaps  Nellie,  though  not  in  the 
house,  was  in  the  garden.  "Like  master, 
like  man."  Without  another  word,  Philip 
hurried  round  the  corner  of  the  house  and 
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disappeared  through  the  laurels,  Higgins 
looking  after  him  with  a  self-satisfied  smile. 

The  lover's  heart  gave  a  great  throb  at  the 
sight  of  a  willowy  graceful  figure  in  a  garden 
hat,  bending  over  a  bed  of  roses  just  beyond 
the  study  window.  Feeling  it  to  be  a  very 
injudicious  place  for  a  meeting,  he  crept 
noiselessly  past  the  broken  sundial,  and  skirt- 
ing the  bushes  planted  around  the  tennis- 
ground,  at  length  reached  a  rustic  seat 
beneath  an  old  pear-tree,  which  was  charm- 
ingly draped  in  honey-suckle.  It  was  a 
pleasant  little  snuggery,  brightened  up  by  a 
confusion  of  pansies,  hollyhocks,  and  sweet- 
williams,  but  it  possessed  a  still  greater 
advantage — it  was  out  of  sight  of  the  window. 

Philip  peeped  out  and  called  softly, 
"  Nellie." 

She  started  and  turned  round  with  crimson 
cheeks  and  drooping  lashes  and  pouting  lips  ; 
a  prettier  picture  than  any  flower  in  the 
garden.  Philip  watched  her  with  eager 
admiration  ;  and  as  a  smile  lighted  up  the 
fair    young    face,    he    smiled    also.     For    a 
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moment  she  stood  irresolute  in  the  shimmer- 
ing sunlight  that  seemed  to  culminate  in  the 
spot  where  she  was  ;  and  then  glided  swiftly 
towards  him.  But  when  he  would  have 
taken  her  in  his  arms  and  kissed  her,  she  put 
up  her  little  hand  and  stopped  him.  How 
charming  the  rogue  looked,  cojly  shrinking 
away  from  him. 

-Yet  it  was  not  all  mischief;  the  blue  eyes 
were  turned  upon  him  with  timid  wonder- 
ment, as  if  she  would  read  the  thoughts  of 
this  handsome  fair-haired  lover,  whose  arms 
were  open  to  receive  her.  Nellie,  always  a 
fragile  blossom,  had  felt  her  father's  troubles 
severely.  They  seemed  to  be  fretting  her 
young  life  away.  Her  figure  was  slighter, 
her  expression  more  pensive,  her  skin  more 
transparent ;  the  beautiful  girl  had,  unper- 
ceived  by  most  of  those  around  her,  grown 
into  the  beautiful  woman.  In  Philip's  eyes 
she  was  only  the  more  lovely  and  lovable. 

He  moved  towards  her. 

No,  she  said,  not  until  she  had  told  him 
something.     At   this    slip   she  blushed  more 
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deeply  than  ever,  and  hastily  added,  "  I 
mean,  Philip,  until  my  father  has  really, 
really  given  his  consent.." 

She  sat  down  at  one  end  of  the  seat  and 
made  him  take  the  other,  an  arrangement 
that  he  submitted  to  only  after  strong  protest. 

"  When  I  have  passed  my  examination," 
he  said,  "  I  intend  to  alter  this.  I'll  have  no 
horrid  seat  between  us  then.  Go  ahead, 
Nellie  !     What  is  it  you  have  to  tell  me  ?  " 

With  a  good  deal  of  hesitation,  she  told 
him  of  the  omission  of  her  name  from  the 
family  Bible,  and  also  the  Doctor's  explana- 
tion. During  the  latter  part  of  her  story, 
she  glanced  nervously  every  now  and  again 
at  Philip.  There  was  a  painful  doubt  linger- 
ing in  her  mind,  and  though  she  would  not 
disclose  it  even  to  her  lover,  she  was  exceed- 
ingly anxious  to  have  it  removed. 

"  Dear  me^  Nellie,  is  that  all  ?  "  exclaimed 
Philip,  with  a  look  of  supreme  unconcern. 
After  which,  this  inconsistent  young  man 
began  to  hew  with  all  his  might  at  the  thing 
of  which  he  spoke  so  slightingly.     Indeed, 
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with  his  knowledge  of  the  Doctor's  many 
little  tricks,  especially  the  standing  deception 
with  reference  to  Arnold,  it  would  have  been 
strange  if  Philip  had  not  harboured  some 
suspicion.  "Goodness  gracious!"  he  said, 
"  what  a  foolish  fancy  to  have  got  into  your 
dear  little  head.  It's  like  a  joke  in  the 
pulpit ;  it  has  no  business  there.  And  you 
say  Leonard  Sterne  knows  about  it.  I'm 
surprised  at  him ;  he  ought  to  have  had  more 
sense.  Why  on  earth  didn't  he  tell  you  it 
was  all  nonsense  ?  And  Nellie " — his  tone 
and  looks  were  brimful  of  tenderness — "  why 
didn't  you  tell  me  ?  " 

"  Because,"  she  faltered,  turning  away  her 
head,  ''  because  my  Philip's  wife  must  be 
above  suspicion." 

"  I  knew  it — I  knew  it.  My  darling !  " 
His  heart  was  too  full  for  more. 

Presently  Nellie,  stealing  an  anxious  look 
at  him,  said,  "  But  it's  all  right  now,  Philip  ?  " 

"  Of  course  it's  all  right.  A  mere  piece 
of  forgetfulness  on  your  father's  part.  I'll 
just  go  to  the  Doctor  this  very  moment  and 
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request  him  to  be  good  enough  to  put  your 
name  where  it  ought  to  be." 

In  her  alarm  she  offered  no  objection  to 
his  drawing  a  little  nearer ;  and  given  an 
inch,  the  lover  took  an  ell.  It  was  very 
sweet  to  watch  her  winsome  face  as  she 
implored  him  not  to  do  what  he  never  had 
the  smallest  intention  of  doing  ;  but  suddenly 
the  entreaties  stopped — she  was  clasped  in 
his  arms,  his  lips  tightly  pressed  to  hers. 

For  the  moment  they  forgot  their  little 
troubles,  these  innocent  young  things  who 
asked  no  more  than  to  be  allowed  to  go  hand 
in  hand  through  life ;  they  were  very  happy, 
building  delightful  castles  in  which  they  were 
to  live  together,  and  reading  the  future  in 
one  another's  eyes. 

It  was  Nellie,  doleful  little  Nellie,  who 
first  returned  to  the  reality.  Her  thoughts 
had  wandered  back  to  the  family  Bible,  or 
rather  to  Sterne's  suggestion. 

"  Oh,  if  we  could  only  find  Arnold !  "  she 
said. 

"  Dear  me,  we'll  find  him,"  returned  Philip. 
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"  Wait  till  I  Lave  passed  my  examination. 
Wait  till  I'm  a  gentleman  at  large.  Then  I 
shall  go  to  the  Doctor  and  say  that  I  have 
two  missions — the  first,  to  marry  his  daughter; 
the  second,  to  find  his  son.  You  see,  Nellie, 
I  shall  be  a  general  benefactor  to  the  family." 

"  But  we  don't  know  where  he  is,"  said 
Nellie,  tearfully.  "  We  don't  know  anything. 
It's- all  miserable." 

"  Oh  yes,  we  do,  Nellie.  We  know  lots 
of  things,  very  nearly  as  much  as  we  want. 
We  know  that  we  are  head  over  ears  in  love 
with  one  another — at  least,  I  am  ;  and  you? 
Ah  !  I  know  you  are — so  how  can  we  be 
miserable  ?  " 

More  kisses,  of  course.  Shortly  afterwards, 
Philip  said  farewell — the  private  farewell,  to 
be  followed  by  a  more  public  one  in  front 
of  the  study  window.  When  he  and  Nelhe 
emerged  side  by  side  upon  the  tennis-ground, 
their  eyes  were  moist  with  tears.  It  was  but 
a  little  while  that  they  were  to  be  separated, 
yet  even  a  few  weeks  seem  long  and  full  of 
dreadful  possibilities  to   a  couple  of  young 
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lovers  whose  lines  have  not  been  laid  in  the 
pleasantest  places.  Philip  tried  to  cheer  Nellie 
by  telling  her — rather  huskily — what  he  was 
going  to  do  after  the  examination.  He  said 
he  was  pretty  confident  of  passing  this  time, 
''unless,"  added  he,  with  the  caution  of  greater 
experience,  "  another  accident  should  happen, 
which  would  be  a  very  terrible  thing,  for  it 
is  my  last  chance.  The  Doctor,  however,  has 
promised  to  get  me  a  nomination." 

He  stopped  abruptly,  for  the  Doctor  was 
standing  at  the  window.  He  was  gazing 
straight  at  them,  and  yet  did  not  appear  to 
see  them.  His  face  wore  the  hunted  expres- 
sion that  has  been  already  noticed,  and  bis 
eyes  were  strangely  lustreless.  But  presently 
they  fell  upon  Nellie,  whereupon  the  old  man 
recovered  himself  with  a  start,  and  smiled. 
He  waved  his  hand  to  Philip,  who  was  in 
the  act  of  leaving  her  ;  and  so  disappeared 
from  the  window,  as  hastily  as  if  he  was 
afraid  of  being  caught  watching  them. 

Philip  was  very  thoughtful  as  he  walked 
through  the  village.     The  lights  and  shadows 
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chasino-  one  anotlier  across  his  features  showed 
how  deeply  he  was  moved.  "  My  Philip's 
wife  must  be  above  suspicion  :  "  those  were 
the  beautiful  words  she  had  said  to  him — 
words  that  the  storms  of  a  lifetime  would 
never  erase,  so  deeply  were  they  written  upon 
his  heart.  She  had  been  suffering  for  him, 
and  yet,  until  to-day,  he  had  not  known  it. 
Devotedly  as  she  had  loved  him,  she  had 
been  prepared  to  sacrifice  her  love  for  his 
sake.  How  like  her  dear,  sweet  self !  And 
what  a  blind  bat  he  had  been  not  to  have 
seen  it  all  along.  And  then  Philip  fell  to 
wondering  at  the  strange  contrasts  in  the 
same  family.  Fancy  the  Doctor  performing 
an  act  of  self-sacrifice  !  Or  Arnold,  who  was 
bringing  trouble  upon  everybody  !  This  led 
Philip  to  decide  a  question  which  had  been 
harassing  him  ever  since  his  fruitless  journey 
to  London.  He  would  tell  Sterne  of  his 
meeting  with  Arnold. 

He  accordingly  entered  the  Hut. 

In  the  hall  he  met  Mrs.  Sterne,  dressed  for 
walking.     She  was  going  to  the  Rectory,  she 
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said  ;  sliould  she  take  any  message  for  liim  ? 
He  replied  that  he  had  just  left  NeUie ; 
whereupon  she  tripped  away  laughing. 

Mrs.  Sterne  had  all  the  match-making 
qualities  of  her  sex.  There  was  nothing  she 
took  greater  delight  in.  Her  opportunities 
were  somewhat  limited  in  Puddleton,  but  she 
pursued  them  with  only  the  more  vigour  on 
that  account.  Feeling  that  Philip  and  Nellie 
were  excellently  suited  to  one  another,  she 
was  determined  never  to  rest  until  she  had 
seen  them  married.  If  he  would  thereby  lose 
the  Manor  estate,  what  of  that  ?  It  would 
be  all  the  better  for  Mildred  Strathclyde,  and 
the  Doctor  had  quite  enough  to  provide  for 
the  youug  couple  handsomely.  So  she  had 
never  lost  a  chance  of  pegging  her  hints  into 
him,  and,  judging  by  the  change  that  had 
lately  come  over  him,  congratulated  herself 
upon  having  made  some  of  them  stick. 

Leonard  Sterne  was  sitting  in  his  study. 
He  was  smoking  the  battered  old  briar-root 
pipe,  and  poring  over  a  number  of  trades- 
men's bills — on  behalf  of  the  Doctor,  of  course. 
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for  it  was  one  of  Sterne's  many  unpleasant 
duties  to  keep  a  jealous  eye  upon  prices.  He 
greeted  Philip  very  warmly,  gave  him  a 
cigarette  to  quiet  him  down  a  little,  and  sent 
him  to  the  couch  in  the  window. 

Philip  commenced  business  by  repeating 
what  he  had  learnt  from  Nellie. 

It  vexed  Sterne  to  think  that,  after  all  his 
cara,  he  had  not  prevented  the  Doctor  from 
telling  this  incredible  story  to  his  daughter, 
and  yet  he  was  glad  that  one  more  secret 
had  disappeared.  Confidence  was  completely 
re-established  between  Philip  and  Nellie,  and 
that  was  a  great  thing  gained.  Indeed,  it 
could  not  be  over-estimated;  for  it  enabled 
them  to  present  an  undivided  front  to  the 
common  foe,  Mr.  Valentine  Gaunt.  Sterne 
had  a  way  of  persuading  himself — or  trying 
to  do  so — that  "  all  is  for  the  best." 

"  Now,"  said  Philip  in  conclusion,  "  what 
I  want  to  know  is,  why  shouldn't  I  go 
straight  to  the  Doctor  and  have  it  out  with 
him  ?  " 

"  Because,"  replied  Sterne  gently,  "  your 
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young  head  could  scarcely  be  expected  to 
succeed  where  an  older  one  has  failed.  You 
are  such  a  dashing  fellow,  Philip,  it  would 
be  very  dangerous  to  turn  you  loose  in  a 
china  shop." 

"  So  I'm  to  keep  on  doing  nothing  ?  " 
''  Can't  you  trust  me,  my  boy  ?  " 
"•  Forgive   me,"    cried   Philip.     "  I   didn't 
mean  that.     But — it  is  a  little  hard  to  look 
on  with  folded   hands  when  Nellie   is  con- 
cerned.    Now,  isn't  it  ?  ' 

Sterne  gave  him  a  kindly  smile. 
*'  I  dare  say  you  are  right,"  he  said  ;  "  but, 
remember,  I  am  doing  my  utmost  to  help 
you.  If  things  seem  in  a  hopeless  muddle 
just  at  present,  I  have  no  doubt  they  will 
clear  soon.  There  is  no  excuse  for  being 
disheartened.  But  I  would  particularly  ask 
you  not  to  judge  the  Doctor  harshly.  Irre- 
spective of  his  being  Nellie's  father,  he  is  an 
old  man  with  an  old  man's  foibles,  and  there- 
fore you  will  never,  I  know,  say  a  word 
against  him  ;  you  will  give  him  only  respect. 
At  the  same  time,  as  a  rational  being,  you 
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can't  help  forming  some  opinion  of  liim  in 
your  own  mind ;  and  it  is  tills  opinion  that 
I  would  have  you  hold  in  check,  otherwise  it 
is  sure  to  exercise  an  unconscious  influence 
upon  yourself.  Without  hearing  both  sides 
of  a  case,  it  is  unfair  to  proceed  to  judgment ; 
and  as  no  life  can  be  bared  for  your  inspec- 
tion, you  should  always  deal  leniently  with 
its  iaults.  There,  Philip,  you  must  think  I 
fancy  myself  in  the  pulpit.  But  I  would  add 
just  this.  Unless  I  am  much  mistaken,  the 
Doctor  has  been  grossly  deceived  in  early 
life,  and  this  makes  him  distrustful  now.  If 
so,  he  is  to  be  pitied  rather  than  condemned." 
Sterne's  defence  of  his  old  friend  would 
scarcely  have  convinced  his  young  friend 
had  not  the  latter  already  been  predisposed 
in  its  favour.  While  disliking  the  Doctor's 
faults,  Philip  thoroughly  liked  the  Doctor 
himself.  He  said  so  with  his  usual  warmth  ; 
and  then  his  face  turned  scarlet,  for  he  re- 
membered that  he  had  to  tell  Sterne  about 
Arnold.  What  would  he  say  to  the  Doctor's 
conduct  then  ? 
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Sterne  was  fairly  staggered.     He  had  ac- 
cepted the  explanation  of  Arnold's  absence  at 
Christmas   as   perfectly    satisfactory ;    so,    in 
spite  of  a  slight  wonderment  as  to  what  was 
dela3ang  him  after  the  commencement  of  the 
Long  Vacation,   the   blow  was   quite   unex- 
pected.     He  had   the   greatest   difficulty   in 
concealing  his  agitation  until,  after  bidding 
Philip    good-bye  and   wishing   him  luck  in 
his    examination,    he    found    himself    alone. 
Then  he  began  to  pace  about  his  room  as  if 
he  were  walking  for  a  wager.     Being  child- 
less,   he    had    no    fatherly   feelings    to  draw 
upon  ;  but  he  had  an  abundant  store  of  friend- 
ship.      It  enabled   him,    not   to    sympathize 
with,  but  to  pardon  an  act  that,  from  any  one 
else  but  the  Doctor,  he  would  have  considered 
unpardonable.      Indeed,  even  now  he  could 
regard  the  act  itself  only  with  shame,  which 
coloured  his  cheeks  as  if  he  himself  had  been 
the  wrong-doer.     But,  he  reflected,  his  poor 
old  friend  had  been  prompted  by  the  best  of 
motives  ;  surely,  then,  he  had  some  excuse  ! 
From  the  cause,  Sterne  turned  to  the  effects. 
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And  here  he  saw  one  of  the  sources  of  Mr. 
Valentine  Gaunt's  influence.  ''Arnold," 
Philip  had  said,  ''  used  to  live  with  an  old 
Frenchman  called  Dubarri  at  No.  13,  Momus 
Street,"  the  very  house  in  front  of  which  Mr. 
Valentine  Gaunt  had  been  standing.  The 
inference  was  clear.  He  had  been  acquainted 
with  the  deception,  and  had  used  it  as  a  lever 
against  the  Doctor  ;  but  not  the  only  lever — 
the  date  put  that  out  of  the  question,  and 
moreover  it  was  not  strong  enough  by  itself 
to  lift  the  weight.  There  were  many  little 
things  to  corroborate  this  opinion. 

And  then  there  sprang  upon  Sterne  the  old 
suspicion  that  had  attacked  him  and  his  wife 
many  months  ago  and  had  been  driven  forth 
as  unjust ;  the  suspicion  that  Mr.  Valentine 
Gaunt  had  been  concerned  in  Arnold's  dis- 
appearance. Though  it  would  have  been,  as 
we  know,  a  false  conclusion,  it  was  certainly 
a  reasonable  one,  and  yet  Sterne  would  not 
accept  it.  Doubtless  he  would  have  done  so 
had  the  person  been  neither  friend  nor  foe. 
But   while   in   the   case   of   the   former,   he 
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always  rushed  along  with  the  ardour  of  the 
enthusiast ;  in  the  case  of  the  latter  he  walked 
with  extreme  caution,  knowing  how  easily 
human  nature  is  prejudiced. 

As  soon  as  the  vacation  arrived,  he  accom- 
panied his  wife  to  a  small  town  in  Hampshire, 
where  her  parents  lived.  After  staying  one 
night,  he  left  her  there,  and  returned  to  hard 
work  at  Puddleton.  He  had  to  make  out  the 
pupils'  accounts  and  send  them  off  to  the 
respective  fathers  or  guardians,  who  knew 
his  name  almost  as  well  as  the  Doctor's, 
though  in  a  less  favourable  connection.  If 
any  of  them  should  happen  to  read  this 
story,  they  may  remember  that  many  of 
those  accounts  were  paid  with  shocking  un- 
punctuality,  while  others  are  unpaid  to  this 
day. 

All  this  greatly  added  to  Sterne's  labour, 
which  consumed  a  fortni2:ht  altoo^ether. 
When  it  was  finished,  he  went  up  to  London, 
took  rooms  in  the  neighbourhood  of  the 
Strand — only  a  few  yards  from  where  Arnold 
had    once   lodged — and    began   to   hunt    for 
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Arnold.  There  were  thus  three  different 
parties  engaged  in  the  search,  each  acting 
independently  of  the  other  two.  There  was 
the  blundering  firm  of  private  detectives 
employed  by  the  Doctor,  who  at  frequent 
intervals  goaded  them  into  spasmodic  activity, 
by  pouncing  upon  them  as  unexpectedly  as 
he  pounced  upon  his  pupils ;  Mr.  Pike,  who 
had  tried  many  professional  wiles  without 
success ;  and  Leonard  Sterne,  who  was  going 
to  do  a  most  unprofessional  thing — to  dodge 
about  from  theatre  to  theatre. 

Sterne  was  in  the  same  fix  as  he  had  been 
in  all  along.  He  did  not  know  whether 
the  strange  acts  that  were  continually  coming 
to  light  belonged  to  half  a  dozen  puzzles  or 
to  one.  There  was  the  mystery  of  the  two 
wives  ;  of  the  omission  of  Nellie's  name  from 
the  family  register ;  of  Arnold's  disappear- 
ance ;  of  Mr.  Yalentine  Gaunt's  influence  ; 
of  the  French  papers  ;  of  the  Clerical 
Directory  ;  of  ^*  the  old  Adam  ;  "  and  several 
others  of  less  importance.  Here  was  a  fine 
collection  of  broken  links.     No  doubt  there 
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was  a  connection  between  some  of  them,  but 
Sterne  was  unable  to  see  it ;  and  as  for  tlie 
rest,  they  appeared  to  belong  to  different 
chains.  Nevertheless,  stopped  in  one  direc- 
tion, he  groped  about  in  another,  hoping  that 
by  following  each  clue  as  far  as  possible  he 
might  eventually  arrive  at  some  intelligible 
result.  If  he  found  Arnold,  he  would  at  any 
rate  immensely  lighten  the  Doctor's  burden, 
even  if  he  did  no  more. 

During  the  day  Sterne  wandered  about  the 
streets,  always  keeping  his  eyes  open,  and 
sometimes  making  inquiries,  and  every  night 
he  went  to  at  least  one  theatre.  In  this  way 
the  remaining  five  weeks  of  the  vacation 
were  consumed  ;  all  but  the  last  three  days, 
when  he  had  to  return  to  Puddleton  to  pre- 
pare for  the  coming  term. 

He  seemed  quite  unconscious  of  having 
done  anything  out  of  the  common,  and  said 
nothing  about  it  to  any  one  but  his  wife. 
Yet  he  could  afford  to  give  up  his  leisure 
even  less  than  his  money,  of  which  he  had 
been    obliged    to    spend    no    small   amount. 

VOL.  III.  E 
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Being  tutor,  secretary,  and  curate,  he  was 
seldom  able  to  leave  off  work  till  very  late  at 
night ;  and  as  this  work  was  carried  on  from 
year's  end  to  year's  end  almost  without  inter- 
mission, he  stood  sorely  in  need  of  rest.  Yet 
instead  of  taking  it,  he  had  spent  his  holidays 
in  a  weary  trudge  along  the  London  streets 
for  the  sake  of  a  friend ;  and  when,  dispirited 
by  failure,  he  arrived  at  the  Hut,  he  looked 
terribly  jaded  and  worn. 

The  same  evening  Mr.  Pike  was  announced. 
As  his  business  could  not  be  told  to  the 
Doctor,  with  whom  he  had  quarrelled,  he  had 
decided  to  tell  it  to  Sterne.  He  entered  with 
a  stiff  inclination  of  his  plump  little  body, 
held  his  head  rigidly  erect,  and  refused  a 
seat.  But,  of  a  sudden,  the  ice  melted  away. 
The  father's  face  was  beaming  with  delight 
as  he  burst  out — 

*^  We  have  found  our  daughter." 

''  And  Arnold  ?  "  cried  Sterne,  starting  up 
eagerly. 

"  Yes." 

"  Thank  God  !  "  said  Sterne  fervently. 
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CHAPTER  IIL 

RAISma   THE    SIEGE. 

On  the  evening  of  her  arrival  in  London^ 
Hebe  wrote  a  penitent  letter  to  her  mother. 
It  reached  its  destination  just  as  the  dog-cart 
drove  up  to  the  door  to  convey  Mr.  Pike  to 
Stilbury.  At  a  consultation  held  between 
husband  and  wife  at  the  breakfast-table,  the 
matter  was  discussed  as  thoroughly  as  the 
brief  time  at  their  disposal  would  allow. 
Relieved  as  they  were  at  hearing  of  their 
daughter's  safety,  they  felt  immediate  action 
to  be  as  necessary  as  ever.  After  what  had 
happened,  they  could  no  longer  oppose  the 
marriage ;  nay,  more,  they  must  formally 
sanction  it,  and  insist  upon  the  Doctor's 
doing  the  same.     It  should  be  no  hole-and- 
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corner  affair,  giving  people  an  opportunity 
to  point  the  scornful  finger  afterwards ;  but 
a  ceremonious  wedding,  attended  by  tbe 
members  of  both  families.  Unfortunately, 
the  first  thing  to  be  done  offered  the  first 
difficulty.  It  was  to  find  Hebe,  who  had 
withheld  her  address. 

"  The  post-mark  is  W,"  said  the  lawyer, 
scrutinizing  the  envelope. 

"  But  if  you  don't  go  now,  you'll  lose  the 
train,"  urged  his  wife,  a  stout,  elderly  lady, 
whose  features  still  showed  traces  of  her 
former  beauty. 

Mr.  Pike  ran  out  nibbling  at  his  breakfast 
roll,  jumped  into  the  dog-cart,  and  drove  off. 

From  time  to  time  letters  arrived  from 
him,  but  they  all  told  of  failure.  His  wife, 
who  had  relied  entirely  upon  his  judgment, 
at  length  began  to  set  her  wits  to  work. 
Perhaps  a  woman  could  succeed  where  even 
a  lawyer  had  failed.  It  occurred  to  her  that 
since  an  interval  would  have  to  elapse  before 
the  marriage,  Hebe  could  not  have  gone 
straight    to   Arnold.      Would   she    go    into 


RAISING   THE   SIEGE.  53 

strange  lodgings  by  herself?  Surely  not. 
Whom,  then,  did  she  know  in  London?  She 
had  one  or  two  school  friends,  whose  names 
Mrs.  Pike  either  had  not  heard  or  else  could 
not  remember;  but  after  diligent  search  in 
her  daughter's  room,  she  found  an  old  letter 
from  a  Minnie  Price,  written  from  a  certain 
square  in  Bayswater.  Her  investigations  led 
to  another  discovery,  which  proved  even  more 
serviceable.  She  now  determined  to  take  the 
matter  in  hand  herself. 

The  following  day  she  arrived  in  London 
for  the  first  time  in  her  life.  Her  husband, 
to  whom  she  had  telegraphed  her  intention, 
met  her  at  the  station,  and  together  they 
drove  to  the  house  where  Arnold  and  Hebe 
had  met. 

To  their  extreme  vexation,  it  was  found  to 
be  deserted  by  all  but  a  deaf  old  woman  who 
lived  in  the  basement.  After  much  shouting, 
Mr.  Pike  learned  that  she  was  a  caretaker. 
Of  what  ?  Not  of  herself,  for  she  smelt 
strongly  of  gin,  and  was  half-palsied  from 
drinking.     Of  the  house  ?     But  that  would 
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be  too  absurd,  since  she  could  not  take  care 
of  herself.  She  knew  absolutely  nothing 
until  the  lawyer  held  out  half-a-crown,  when 
she  grabbed  it  with  glittering  eyes,  and  grew 
a  trifle  more  intelligent.  She  didn't  live  in 
the  house  regularly,  she  explained,  but  only 
when  Mrs.  Price  and  her  aunt  were  away. 
They  had  left  town  on  the  previous  evening. 
She  had  heard  of  a  young  lady  staying  with 
them,  but  had  no  idea  as  to  what  had  become 
of  her.     This  was  all  the  information  they  got. 

"  Well,  Emily  ?  "  said  Mr.  Pike,  with  a  sly 
smile  at  his  wife.  Though  sadly  disappointed 
himself,  he  could  not  help  crowing  over  her, 
after  all  the  trouble  she  had  taken  in  comino- 
up  to  London  to  set  him  right. 

''  Take  me  to  the  shops,"  she  said  quietly. 

He  laughed  outright.  "  Why,  London  is 
nearly  twelve  square  miles  of  shops." 

"  That  may  be,  but  it  is  a  very  little  part 
that  concerns  us." 

"  Then,  tell  me  what  you  mean." 

''  Hebe  is  short  of  handkerchiefs." 

"  Oho  !  "  said  Mr.  Pike,  who  was  strutting 
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by  bis  wife's  side  as  pompously  as  if  he  were 
in  his  native  village.  "  See,  there  is  a 
handkerchief  shop." 

"Nonsense.  Hebe  would  never  enter  the 
first  shop  she  came  to.  I  know  my  own 
daughter  better  than  that.  She  would  go  to 
Baynard's  in  Oxford  Street." 

A  short  walk  brought  them  to  Oxford 
Street,  crowded  as  usual.  Mrs.  Pike  had  a 
good  many  collisions,  she  kept  such  a  watch- 
ful eye  upon  the  shop  windows.  It  was  a 
forlorn  hope,  she  knew  ;  but  as  her  acquaint- 
ance with  Hebe's  likes  and  dislikes  offered 
just  a  possibility  of  success,  she  was  resolved 
not  to  neglect  it. 

Suddenly  she  stopped,  and,  followed  by 
her  husband,  hastened  into  a  shop,  which 
had  the  name  "  Baynard  "  painted  over  the 
window. 

"  Has  any  young  lady,"  she  asked  of  the 
assistant,  "  giving  the  name  of  Pike  or 
Copingstone  bought  anything  here  lately  ?  " 

"  Yes,  madam,"  replied  the  youth  un- 
hesitatingly. 
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Mrs.  Pike  dropped  breathless  into  a  chair. 
Her  husband  only  drew  himself  more  erect, 
trembling  a  little,  however. 

"  Would  you  kindly  tell  me  what  makes 
you  remember  the  circumstance,"  he  said. 

"  The  lady  was  accompanied  by  a  tall 
young  gentleman,  who  stood  at  the  door 
with  his  back  towards  her  all  the  time  she 
was  choosing  some  stockings.  But  when  I 
asked  '  What  name  ?  '  and  she  answered — 
getting  very  red,  I  thought — '  Mrs.  Coping- 
stone,'  he  turned  round  and  said  :  '  No ;  no 
name  at  all.  Let  them  be  sent  up  to  the 
house,  and  it  will  be  all  right.'  And  this 
was  accordingly  done,  but  it  seemed  to  me  a 
curious  thing  altogether." 

"  What  was  the  address  ?  "  demanded  Mr. 
Pike. 

The  voluble  assistant  drew  in  his  horns, 
and  eyed  the  lawyer  suspiciously.  It  dawned 
upon  him  that  he  had  already  exceeded  his 
duty,  and  might  get  into  a  scrape  for  it. 
The  assurance  that  he  was  addressing  Mrs. 
Copingstone's  parents  failed  to  set  him  at  his 
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ease ;  indeed,  it  only  complicated  the  situa- 
tion, for  he  could  not  understand  their  coming 
to  him  for  what  they  ought  to  know  them- 
selves. However,  they  eventually  succeeded 
in  convincing  him  that  no  harm  was  intended  ; 
and,  possessed  of  the  desired  information,  they 
thanked  him  and  left  the  shop. 

"  I  was  right,  you  see,"  laughed  Mrs.  Pike. 

"  You  were  in  luck,"  said  Mr.  Pike  stiffly. 

She  accepted  the  correction,  having  other 
things  to  say  to  him. 

''  John,"  she  said,  turning  solemn  all  of  a 
sudden,  "  I  feel  frightened.  What  is  the 
meaning  of  this  business  ?  '  No  name  at  all.' 
It  gave  me  quite  a  shock." 

''  Why  bother  our  heads  about  it,"  asked 
the  lawyer,  "  when  we  shall  know  for  certain 
in  less  than  an  hour's  time  ?  Here's  a 
hansom.     Hey  ! " 

But  the  thrifty  housewife  objected  to  two 
hansoms  in  a  single  day  ;  and  after  a  dispute 
with  the  drivei ,  who  declared  they  had  hired 
him,  and  followed  swearing  lustily,  they  took 
refuge  in  a  Royal  Oak  omnibus. 
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When  the  omnibus  stopped,  they  got  a 
policeman  to  direct  them,  and  walked  the 
rest  of  the  distance. 

Arrived  at  the  house  they  were  in  search 
of,  they  stopped  in  alarm.  Such  a  dingy 
house  in  such  a  noisy  neighbourhood  !  Yet 
it  was  much  brighter  since  Hebe  had  entered 
it.  The  dust  was  gone  from  the  windows, 
the  curtains  were  clean,  and  many  other 
improvements  had  taken  place.  Nevertheless, 
Mrs.  Pike's  heart  sank  as  her  keen  eyes  took 
in  every  detail  and,  turning  to  her  husband, 
she  faltered  out  that  there  must  be  some 
mistake.  Manlike,  he  settled  the  question  in 
the  speediest  way  possible — by  knocking. 

A  head  came  cautiously  out  of  an  upper 
window  ;  then  the  door  was  opened,  and  the 
truant  daughter  rushed  into  her  mother's 
arms.  Mr.  Pike  had  hard  work  to  keep  back 
his  tears,  but  relieved  his  feelings  by  pushing 
the  two  women  bodily  into  the  house,  for  he 
had  a  dread  of  a  scene.  At  the  unusual 
noise,  M.  Dubarri  came  running  out  to  see 
what  was  the  matter.     He  was  followed  by 
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Arnold,  more  leisurely ;  and  for  some  time 
the  party  stood  huddled  together  in  the 
narrow  hall,  all  too  confused  or  too  excited 
to  think  of  moving.  At  length  M.  Dubarri 
understood  that  it  was  not  an  invasion  by 
duns,  and  slipped  away  to  his  own  room. 
His  departure  was  the  signal  for  a  general 
move  into  the  sitting-room. 

Mrs.  Pike's  first  conscious  act  was  to  glance 
at  the  third  finger  of  her  daughter's  left 
hand.  It  was  encircled  by  a  wedding- 
ring. 

''  My  child,"  she  said,  with  gentle  reproach, 
"  why  didn't  you  tell  us  before  it  took  place  ? 
We  should  have  stood  by  your  side." 

Hebe  clung  more  tightly  to  her  mother's 
neck  to  hide  her  blushes.  "  I  told  you  after- 
wards," she  sobbed,  evading  the  point. 
*' And  I  have  been  expecting  you  for  days — 
and  you  have  never  come — and  I  thought 
you  didn't  mean  to  forgive  me." 

"  Told  me  afterwards  !  " 

"  What !  didn't  you  get  my  letter  ? " 

"  Only  one." 
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"  Oh  !  Arnold,  and  I  gave  it  to  M.  Dubarri 
to  post." 

It  turned  out  subsequently  that  he  had  put 
it  in  his  pocket  and  forgotten  it.  Small 
wonder,  considering  all  his  troubles. 

While  this  little  discussion  was  going  on, 
Mr.  Pike  was  gradually  regaining  his  com- 
posure ;  during  which  process  his  nose  rose 
higher  and  higher  until  at  length  it  made  an 
angle  of  a  hundred  and  thirty-five  with  his 
stiff  collar,  and  there  remained.  After  he 
had  taken  a  critical  survey  of  the  room,  he 
turned  to  the  young  man  standing  by  his  side 
and  said  coldly — 

"  So  you  have  married  my  daughter,  sir  ?  " 

"  Yes." 

"  Will  you  be  good  enough  to  give  me 
half-an-hour's  private  conversation  with  you?  " 

Hebe  instantly  rose  from  the  couch  where 
she  had  been  sitting  with  her  mother,  and 
with  a  pretty  little  gesture  placed  her  hand 
within  her  husband's  arms. 

"  You  must  blame  me,  and  not  him,"  she 
said. 
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"  When  your  father  has  heard  all,"  said 
Arnold,  ''  I  don't  think  he  will  blame  either 
of  us.  Mr.  Pike,  will  you  come  upstairs 
with  me  ?  " 

Hebe  was  astonished  at  this  new  turn,  but, 
impressed  by  Arnold's  confident  manner,  no 
longer  opposed  their  leaving  the  room 
together. 

That  he  had  reason  for  his  confidence  was 
soon  proved.  When  Mr.  Pike  heard  the 
story  of  Mr.  Valentine  Gaunt's  villainy,  he 
forgot  everything  else  in  his  indignation, 
which  increased  in  violence  when  he  re- 
membered that  on  the  evening  of  Hebe's 
disappearance  he  had  mistaken  the  villain's 
fear  of  meeting  him  for  sympathy.  He  was 
also  able  to  throw  some  light  upon  the 
motive ;  but  this,  instead  of  helping  him  to  a 
way  of  bringing  the  culprit  to  justice,  only 
added  to  the  difficulty,  especially  as  he  agreed 
with  Arnold  in  keeping  the  matter  from 
Hebe.  Owing  to  his  anger  against  Mr. 
Valentine  Gaunt,  he  had  nothing  but  pity  for 
the  young  couple,  though  he  might  not  have 
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been  so  lenient  had  it  not  been  for  their 
poverty-stricken  state.  Theirs  had  been  a 
severe  lesson.  Indeed,  one  glance  at  Arnold's 
face  was  enough  to  show  what  he  had 
suffered. 

"  But  why  didn't  you  write  to  your  father  ?  " 
asked  Mr.  Pike.  "Well,  well,"  added  he, 
with  a  pleased  smile,  "  Hebe  wrote  to  her 
mother,  so  I  ought  to  be  satisfied.  When  I 
return  to  Puddleton,  I  shall  take  Mr.  Sterne's 
advice,  and  no  doubt  we  shall  manage  a 
reconciliation  between  us." 

Arnold  offered  no  opposition.  Since  his 
marriage  the  grindstone  of  poverty  had  made 
short  work  of  his  pride,  but  being  the  same 
obstinate  fellow  as  ever,  he  was  loth  to  take 
the  initiative.  Still,  he  was  not  going  to 
throw  any  difficulties  in  the  way  of  his 
father-in-law. 

"  There  is  one  thing  more  I  want  to  ask 
you,"  said  Mr.  Pike.  He  then  narrated  the 
handkerchief  incident  and  inquired  the  mean- 
ing of  the  "  no  name." 

Arnold   explained   that  they  were    living 
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with  an  old  Frenchman  who  had  heen  ex- 
ceedingly kind  to  them.  He  supposed  their 
name  to  be  Oressingham,  and  as  he  pretended 
to  know  something  about  the  Doctor,  it  had 
not  been  considered  prudent  to  undeceive 
him.  The  matter  had  better  remain  as  it 
was,  until  it  could  be  cleared  up. 

"  But  how  does  he  address  your  wife  ?  " 
demanded  Mr.  Pike. 

"  As  Madame  Hebe.  And  I  am  Arnold  to 
everybody." 

"  Humph  !  I  suppose  it's  all  right."  He 
scarcely  knew  whether  to  smile  or  frown,  his 
thoughts  were  in  such  confusion.  "  Will 
you  send  my  wife  up  to  me  ?  " 

After  the  old  couple  had  conferred  together, 
they  once  more  joined  Arnold  and  Hebe  in 
the  sitting-room,  their  cheerful  faces  showing 
that  the  last  chance  of  a  storm  had  passed 
away.  At  their  particular  request,  M. 
Dubarri  was  sent  for  and  introduced  to  them, 
and  he  entered  bowing  and  smiling,  evidently 
thinking  that  the  expected  fortune  had  come 
at  last.      He   wore   his   frock-coat   carefully 
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buttoned,  to  hide  the  absence,  not  merely  of 
his  watch  and  chain,  but  also  of  his  waistcoat, 
which  had  gone  the  same  way,  together  with 
a  good  many  other  things.  Indeed,  but  for 
Hebe's  money  which  she  had  contrived  to 
lay  out  secretly  and  well,  and  M.  Dubarri's 
energy  in  popping  round  the  corner,  with 
odd-looking  bundles  under  his  arm,  they 
would  have  been  in  terrible  straits.  As  it 
was,  they  were  at  this  moment  reduced  to 
their  last  shilling,  which  M.  Dubarri  carried 
in  his  pocket  and  rattled  against  his  latch- 
key. 

"  I  suppose,"  said  Mr.  Pike,  sniffing 
around  with  the  air  of  a  hungry  man  who 
expected  to  perceive  a  grateful  smell  of 
cooking,  "  it  must  be  near  your  dinner  hour, 
M.  Dubarri." 

These  words  gave  a  severe  shock  to  the 
beleaguered  garrison.  M.  Dubarri,  dismayed 
at  the  frightful  thought  of  having  to  ask  the 
visitors  to  dinner,  blinked  at  Arnold;  and 
Arnold  stared  at  Hebe,  who  hid  her  miser- 
able young  face  in  her  hands. 
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"  We  were  not  going  to  dine  to-day,"  she 
stammered,  "  because " 

''  Great  Heavens  !  "  cried  Mr.  Pike,  starting 
to  his  feet.  "  I  had  no  idea  it  was  so  bad  as 
this.  How  horrible !  M.  Dubarri,  we'll  go 
shopping." 

So  the  two  old  fogies  trotted  off  together, 
M.  Dubarri  radiant  with  delight,  and  swagger- 
ing as  if  he  owned  the  whole  street.  Under 
his  escort  the  lawyer  grew  quite  frolicsome  ; 
and  soon  provisions  were  pouring  into  the 
house  almost  by  the  cart-load.  The  old 
housekeeper  had  to  be  continually  running 
to  the  door  to  receive  all  manner  of  butcher's 
meat,  fish,  poultry,  potted  meat,  pastry,  bread, 
wine,  vegetables,  coals,  everything  that  Mr. 
Pike  could  think  of.  On  one  occasion  he 
observed  M.  Dubarri,  who  had  modestly 
declared  himself  to  be  judge  of  everything, 
made  a  sudden  dart  past  a  grocer's  door ; 
and,  after  some  difficulty,  found  the  reason 
to  be  a  bill.     He  went  in  and  paid  it. 

"I  shake  you  by  the  hand,  sir,"  cried 
M.  Dubarri,  suiting  the  action  to  the  word. 

VOL.  III.  F 
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"  You,  you — well,  let  me  be  frank.  You 
have  saved  us  from  starvation.  And  that 
sw^eet  young  lady " 

But  he  could  not  get  on  at  all,  the  tears 
v^ere  streaming  from  his  eyes. 

Mr.  Pike  paid  every  bill  they  owed  in  the 
place,  and  thus  raised  the  siege  which  had 
lasted  for  many  a  weary  month. 

It  was  a  merry  party  that  gathered  round 
the  dinner-table  in  the  dismal  little  sitting- 
room,  and  never  was  there  a  more  courteous, 
genial  host  than  M.  Dubarri.  The  only  thing 
that  worried  him  was,  that  Mr.  Pike  was  not 
as  steady  in  passing  the  bottle  as  he  might 
be;  and  once,  when  it  got  rather  a  severe 
shake,  he  cried  aloud  in  his  agony.  He  paid 
the  most  outrageous  compliments  to  Mrs. 
Pike  and  Hebe — poor  old  fellow,  it  was  about 
the  only  thing  he  could  pay ;  he  likened 
Mr.  Pike  to  an  angel,  and  Arnold  to  some- 
body very  little  lower,  a  duke  probably ; 
though  he  ate  but  little  himself,  he  liked  to 
see  everybody  else  eating ;  he  shook  hands 
with  each  in  turn,  not  once  but  often ;  and 
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when  he  eventually  laid  his  knife  and  fork 
parallel  to  himself  and  rose  to  his  feet,  a 
speech  was  evidently  forthcoming.  But,  un- 
like Mr.  Jostler,  he  felt  too  strongly  to  say 
much.  What  he  did  say  amounted  to  this ; 
that  it  was  the  happiest  day  in  his  life.  And 
for  once  the  words  were  no  mere  formula. 

Still,  it  must  be  confessed  that,  grateful  as 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  Pike  felt  towards  M.  Dubarri, 
and  much  as  they  liked  him,  he  was  a  great 
difficulty  to  them.  They  could  not  leave  him 
to  starve ;  and  yet  what  were  they  to  do  with 
him  ?  Before  moving  the  young  couple  into 
better  quarters,  which  they  wished  to  do  as 
soon  as  possible,  they  had  this  very  hard  nut 
to  crack.  He  was  far  too  proud  to  accept 
a  present ;  they  saw  that  at  once,  and  their 
object  was  to  benefit  him  without  appearing 
to  do  so. 

He  had,  however,  one  peculiarity  which 
offered  them  a  slight  opportunity.  When 
he  had  nothing  else  to  do,  he  was  always 
inventing  something  which  would  infallibly 
bring  him  a  fortune  if  only  he  could  advertise 
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it.  For  this  purpose  he  had  no  objection 
to  accepting  a  loan,  to  be  repaid  either  in 
shares  of  the  company,  when  formed,  or  in 
cash,  with  a  gigantic  bonus.  His  last  inven- 
tion was  a  contrivance  for  curing  smoky 
chimneys.  He  put  its  value  at  a  hundred 
thousand  pounds,  though  reckoned  by  his 
own  enthusiasm,  it  was  certainly  priceless. 
Mr.  Pike,  whose  views  on  the  subject  were 
less  sanguine,  offered  him  some  money  to 
advertise  it,  and  was  embraced  on  the  spot. 
When  M.  Dubarri  had  somewhat  recovered 
himself,  he  wrote  out  a  guarantee  that  the 
lawyer  should  receive  a  certain  number  of 
shares  in  the  new  company ;  and  then  rushed 
off  to  the  newspaper  offices  to  advertise  his 
valuable  chimney-pot.  Not  a  penny  of  the 
money  would  he  divert  from  the  purpose  for 
which  he  had  obtained  it,  so  the  loan  did 
nothing  to  remove  the  difficulty. 

Mr.  Pike  determined  to  let  matters  stand 
for  the  present.  Perhaps  when  the  Doctor 
heard  what  M.  Dubarri  had  done  for  Arnold, 
he   would   engage   him    as    a  French    tutor. 
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Meanwhile,  tliere  was  really  no  need  to  make 
any  change.  Unable  to  tear  himself  away 
from  the  happiness  that  he  himself  had 
caused,  Mr.  Pike  stayed  nearly  a  week  in 
London  ;  and  when  he  returned  to  Paddleton, 
he  left  his  wife  behind. 

Early  on  the  following  afternoon,  she  and 
Hebe  w^ent  out  shopping  together.  .  Arnold 
and  M.  Dubarri  were  alone  in  the  sitting- 
room,  the  latter  in  a  more  restless  mood  than 
usual.  Before  darting  into  one  of  his  own 
secrets,  he  had  a  way  of  buzzing  around  it 
like  a  moth  around  a  flame.  As  we  have 
already  seen,  he  had  nearly  singed  his  wings 
in  this  manner  more  than  once,  and  had 
drawn  back  at  the  last  moment ;  but  now, 
affected  by  the  sight  of  his  friend's  happiness, 
he  only  wanted  an  opportunity  to  pour  out 
his  own  trouble. 

"  I  often  see  that  man  Jacques  about,"  said 
Arnold  musingly.  "  I  mean  the  man  that 
came  to  the  window  in  Momus  Street.  Who 
is  he?" 

"  Let  me  be  frank,"  said  M.  Dubarri  from 
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the  hearthrug.  "  I  used  to  employ  him  to 
applaud  my  pupils  when  they  first  went  on 
the  stage." — Arnold  thought  of  the  applause 
that  he  got  from  a  corner  of  the  gallery. — 
"  He  is  a  claqueur.  He  has  brought  me 
many  pupils,  I  think." 

"  By  his  looks,  I  should  say  his  best  occu- 
pation would  be  dangling  at  the  end  of  the 
hangman's  rope." 

"  Perhaps,"  said  M.  Dubarri,  with  a  shrug 
of  the  shoulders.  "  Once  he  was  useful,  but 
he  did  nothing." 

"  'Tis  a  favourite  way  of  being  useful." 

"  You  laugh  ?  No  matter.  I  set  him  to 
hunt  that  sly  cat,  Mr.  Valentine  Gaunt,  and  " 
— he  hesitated,  looked  keenly  at  Arnold,  and 
then  dashed  at  it — "  that  rascal,  M.  Coping- 
stone." 

"  May  I  ask  what  has  he  done  to  offend 
you? 

"  Eh  bien !  I  shall  tell  you.  He  ran 
away  with  my  intended  wife." 

Without  the  least  visible  trace  of  emotion, 
Arnold  rose  from  the  couch,  lifted  M.  Dubarri 
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from  the  ground,  and  shook  him  as  a  terrier 
shakes  a  rat.  While  he  was  thus  engaged, 
the  door  was  opened,  and  the  old  housekeeper 
announced — 

"  The  Eev.  Leonard  Sterne." 
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CHAPTER    IT, 

THE    MISSING   LIXK. 

"Arxold,"  exclaimed  Sterne  in  amazement, 
"  what  is  the  meaning  of  this  ?  " 

"  Allow  me  to  introduce  yon,  Mr.  Sterne, 
to  my  friend,  M.  Dubarri,"  coolly  replied 
Arnold,  holding  np  the  unfortunate  little 
Frenchman  and  still  shaking  him.  "  I'm 
giving  him  a  gratuitous  lesson  in  good 
manners."  With  which  he  dropped  him  on 
the  couch. 

M.  Dubarri,  who  had  alighted  in  a  sitting- 
posture,  neither  spoke  nor  moved.  He  sat 
there  blinking,  too  dazed  even  to  feel  angry. 
His  introductioDS  to  these  two  had  certainly 
been  out  of  the  common  run, 

"  Your  method  is  new,"  said  Sterne  grimly, 
"  and,  I  should  almost  think,  original." 
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"Xew  dise>^-srs  ir  .  :':e  new  remedies," 
returned  Amoid.  "  ^L  I;ui>arri  has  had  the 
impndence  to  accuj?e  my  father  of  having  ran 
awaj  with  his  inte::!-  1  ~::r.  X^^er  having 
heard  this  lie  before,  I  ~  ;i  :::/_- 1  to  invent 
a  nevr  ::r:itment. 

'•  I:  i-  i:e  true,  sir,^  said  M.  Dabarri, 
"I  do  assure  jou-  But  how  co^i- 1  I  :r--  T:iat 
Mr.    Copingstone    was     Mr.     '' :  _      ri's 

father?  K  I  hiii  known,  woa.-i  I  i^iiV-  ^aid 
it  ?     Sapristi,  no ! 

"Wlat  sLaU  I  do  to  him,  Mr.  Steme?" 
-:       J^  ::"  ietlj,  clenching  his  fist. 

••  I  :    :^     truth,''   again  declared  M. 

r»  ;   v::  Cxive  me  the  opportunity,  and  I 

rove  it." 

"  Hold  your  tongue.  Mr.  Sterne,  what 
-         I  do  to  him?" 

•  Xothin^.      A:    '■"      replied      Sterne. 

storv,  I  have   i.:-   ^..::^:   ~t   -h;.'^   ': .    ;  .-t   :: 
explain  it  to  the  satisfaeti :  :i  ::  f    r  ". 

Tue.f  was  an  elasticity  :-  L^  _  :_  : 

:  : :     :  - :  i"angely    with     his     weariness 
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during  the  last  few  clays.  If  his  expression 
was  not  altogether  free  from  w^onderment,  it 
was  singularly  cheerful ;  indeed,  it  was  almost 
possible  to  imagine  a  smile  playing  about  his 
long  severe  face,  he  looked  so  confident.  All 
this  time,  holding  the  tasselled  hat  in  his 
hand,  he  had  been  standing  in  the  same  spot 
near  the  door.  But  now  M.  Dubarri  sprang 
up,  and  with  many  apologies  for  his  rudeness, 
led  him  to  the  armchair,  and  then  returned 
to  the  couch,  where  Arnold  sat  down  by  his 
side. 

^'  It  is  absolutely  necessary,"  said  Sterne, 
"to  hear  this  story  and  probe  it  to  the 
bottom.  In  this  way  we  shall  be  able  to  do 
your  father,  Arnold,  an  inestimable  service. 
You  can't  understand  this  at  present,  so  many 
strange  events  have  taken  place  in  Puddleton 
since  you  left,  but  it  will  doubtless  be  made 
clear  to  you  in  time.  Can  you  listen  calmly, 
or  will  you  leave  us  alone  ?  " 

"  Go  ahead,  M.  Dubarri,"  said  Arnold. 
"  But  first  tell  me  the  lady's  name." 

"  Lucy  Merle." 
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"  Then  you  have  wroDged  my  father,  as  I 
knew  you  had.  My  mother's  maiden  name 
was  Mary  Morgan." 

Here  was  a  fresh  complication —apparently 
a  third  wife  for  this  singular  old  Doctor  of 
Divinity  !  Yet  Sterne's  remarkable  con- 
fidence never  left  him ;  he  spoke  as  if  he  was 
beginning  to  see  his  way  more  clearly  at  last. 
If  the. problem  was  not  yet  completely  solved, 
he  felt  that  he  had  got  hold  of  the  missing 
link  which  would  enable  him  to  put  the 
others  in  their  proper  places. 

"  M.  Dubarri  hasn't  wronged  your  father 
intentionally,  Arnold,"  he  said. 

"  Surely  not,"  cried  M.  Dubarri.  "  Are 
we  not  friends?  I  shake  you  by  the  hand, 
my  friend." 

After  a  slight  hesitation,  Arnold  accepted 
the  proffered  hand. 

"  Now  I  shall  begin,"  said  M.  Dubarri. 
"  There  is  no  need  to  go  through  my  whole 
history.  But  I  must  tell  you  I  used  to  be  a 
man  of  some  importance  in  my  own  country  ; 
and    after — well,  you    see    what  I   am  now. 
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However,  poverty  is  not  a  crime,  tliougli 
some  people  think  so.  To  be  perfectly  frank, 
I  confess  I  have  often  been  what  you  call 
hard-up.  I  was  hard-up  in  January,  nineteen 
years  ago.  I  carried  my  wardrobe  on  my 
back,  and  inside  " — he  patted  the  place  where 
his  waistcoat  ought  to  be — "  there  was 
usually  an  empty  larder.  It  is  not  a  pleasant 
sensation,  my  friends,  for  an  honest  man.  I 
read  the  journals  diligently  but  saw  nothing 
suitable,  until  one  fine  day  there  came  an 
advertisement  for  a  French  tutor  at  Hastings. 
I  wrote  and  was  accepted.  Now  I  am  in 
clover,  as  your  English  proverb  says.  The 
gentleman  I  assisted  was  the  Eev.  C.  C. 
Copingstone,  a  tall  thin  cleigyman  who  had 
lately  lost  his  wife.  I  got  on  with  his  pupils 
very  well  and  gave  every  satisfaction.  As  I 
lived  in  the  house,  I  had  nothing  to  pay  for 
board  and  lodging ;  so  I  made  a  little  money, 
invested  it  in  many  ways,  and  made  more 
money.  ^  Soon,'  I  say  to  myself,  '  I  shall 
have  a  fortune.'  And  now  what  do  I  do  ? 
I  play  the  fool ;  I  fall  in  love  with  a  pretty 
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face.  I  am  a  judge  of  beauty,  sir,  I  do  assure 
you,  and  Lucy  Merle  was  beautiful,  with  a 

face  like But,"   added  he,  taking  firm 

hold  of  his  faltering  voice,  "  why  should  I 
bother  you  ?  She  was  a  lady  without  doubt, 
but,  being  poor,  acted  as  Mr.  Copingstone's 
housekeeper.  When  I  told  him  we  were 
engaged,  he  seemed  very  pleased  to  hear  it, 
and  for  a  time  all  went  happily.  But  one 
dark  morning  tliere  is  no  Lucy  Merle.  I 
run  about — I  tear  my  hair — I  am  in  agony — 
but  I  cannot  find  my  love.  And  Mr.  Coping- 
stone,  where  is  he  ?  Ma  foi,  he  is  gone  too. 
He  has  run  off  with  my  intended  wife." 
Once  more  he  faltered  and  then  dashed  on 
again.  "  I  followed  them  to  London,  but  it 
was  useless.  Since  then  I  have  kept  my 
eyes  open,  hunted  among  advertisements  for 
pupils  and  tutors,  searched  the  Clerical 
Directory^  done  everything,  but  without 
finding  a  trace  of  the  reverend — of  your 
father,  Arnold,  if  he  is  your  father." 

Arnold  looked  in  some  perplexity  at  Sterne, 
who  was  thoughtfully  stroking  his  beard. 
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"  You  say  the  initials  were  C.  C,  M. 
Dubarri,"  said  Sterne.  "  Do  you  know  what 
they  represented  ?  " 

"  Two  curious  names  :  Claude  and  Cyprian. 
Here  is  his  signature."  And  he  produced 
the  slip  of  paper  that  Arnold  had  already 
seen. 

A  slight  shadow  crossed  Sterne's  face  as 
he  read  it,  but  he  laid  it  down  on  the  table 
without  comment. 

"  Does  Mr.  Valentine  Gaunt  know  your 
story  ?  "  he  asked. 

"  Ah,  yes.  He  terrified  me  into  telling 
him  a  short  time  ago.  He  knew  a  little  of  it 
before,  but  not  all.  He  is  not  a  man,  that 
stealthy  Mr.  Yalentine  Gaunt ;  he  is  a — mais 
non,  you  are  a  clergyman." 

"  Terrified  you  !  How  ?  But  stay,  I  have 
no  right  to  ask."  And  it  was  just  as  well ; 
if  he  had  learnt  the  whole  truth  he  would 
never  have  forgiven  the  old  fellow,  penitent 
as  he  was.  "  What  did  he  want  with  your 
secret  ? " 

''I  cannot  tell,"  replied  M.  Dubarri,  spread- 
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mg  out  tlie  palms  of  his  hands.  "  It  is  a 
great  puzzle  to  me." 

"  Does  he  know  this  Mr.  Copirigstone  ?  " 

*'  I  begin  to  think  so,  for  he  showed  me  a 
sketch  of  him."  This  Sterne  knew  was  the 
sketch  made  by  Plantagenet.  "  Where  can 
he  have  got  it  unless  he  knows  the  man  ?  I 
have  tried  to  follow  him ;  but  though  I  think 
I  am  not  a  fool,  he  is  such  a  crafty  fellow 
that  I  always  fail." 

"  But,  look  here,  M.  Dubarri,"  said  Arnold  ; 
"  where  was  I  all  this  time  ?  I  must  have 
been  somewhere  eighteen  years  ago." 

"  Ah !  ah !  It  is  strange.  Mr.  Coping- 
stone  had  only  a  baby  daughter." 

"  And  what  became  of  her  ? "  demanded 
Sterne. 

"  While  I  was  hunting  for  him  in  London 
he  sneaked  back  to  Hastings  and  carried  her 
off.  That  was  what  the  old  woman  in  charge 
of  the  house  told  me  when  I  returned  there. 
The  pupils  were  gone,  the  furniture  had  been 
sold,  there  were  bills  in  the  windows,  and 
my  things  were  all  packed  up,  ready  for  me 
to  take  away." 
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There  could  be  no  doubt  tbat  the  reopening 
of  the  old  wound  had  stirred  up  his  feelings, 
and  that,  mingled  with  his  grief,  there  was  a 
certain  amount  of  animosity  against  the  man 
who  had  wronged  him.  At  the  same  time, 
there  was  a  good  deal  of  froth  about  the  old 
fellow.  With  his  quick  temperament,  it  was 
impossible  after  all  these  years  for  him  to 
cherish  any  real  resentment,  though  he  might 
imagine  he  did,  and  even  be  capable  of 
putting  forward  a  very  plausible  substitute. 
His  outward  expression  was  scarcely  a  re- 
liable index  to  his  emotions ;  and  in  any 
case,  if  left  to  themselves,  they  would  soon 
evaporate. 

Such  was  Sterne's  conclusion  after  watch- 
ing him  attentively. 

"M.  Dubarri,"  he  said,  ''yoa  would  not 
willingly  do  anything  to  injure  your  friend 
Arnold,  or  his  father  ?  " 

"Arnold  —  no,  certainly  not.  Arnold's 
father — Eh  hien !  if  he  is  the  man,  I  forgive 
him  for  Arnold's  sake." 

"  I'm  sure  you'll  never  regret  it.     Are  you 
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a  very  busy  man  ?  Can  you  place  the  next 
two  days  at  my  disposal  ?  " 

"  With  pleasure,  sir,"  replied  M.  Dubarri 
with  a  bow. 

''  Thank  yon,  M.  Dubarri.  It  will  be 
not  only  conferring  a  great  favour  upon  me, 
but  also  doing  an  inestimable  service  to 
Arnold's  father.  I  am  going  back  this  after- 
noon ;  so  you  must  travel  alone,  if  you 
don't  mind.  To-morrow  evening,  would  you 
kindly  take  the  five  o'clock  train  to  Stilbury, 
where  you  w^ill  find  a  conveyance  waiting  to 
bring  you  over  to  me  ?  When  you  arrive,  we 
can  arrange  our  plans.     Will  that  suit  you  ?  " 

"  Certainly,"  replied  M.  Dubarri,  with  a 
very  red  face,  for  he  was  wondering  how  on 
earth  he  was  to  raise  his  travelling  expenses. 
The  dreadful  idea  came  upon  him  with  such 
a  sudden  rush  that  he  felt  the  cause  of  his 
heightened  colour  must  be  perfectly  plain. 
This  impression  had  to  be  cleared  away  at 
once.  To  correct  any  hastily  formed  opinion 
of  his  want  of  means,  he  offered  his  visitor 
some  of  the  wine  provided  by  Mr.  Pike. 

VOL.  III.  G 
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"  No,  tliank  you,"  replied  Sterne.  "  I 
seldom  touch  alcoholic  drinks." 

"  We  dine  late,"  said  M.  Dubarri,  in  a 
lordly  way.  "  Of  course,  you  will  dine  with 
us." 

"  I  should  be  delighted,  only  I  have  no 
time,  thank  you.  I  dined  on  a  sandwich  at 
tha  station,  and  that  must  last  me  until  I  get 
back."  He  had  risen  to  depart,  but  stopped 
in  the  act  of  shaking  hands  to  ask,  "By 
the  way,  did  you  employ  any  one  to  look  for 
Mr.  Copingstone  ?  "  Whereupon  he  described 
the  French  beggar. 

"  Why,"  said  Arnold,  "  that  is  that  rascal 
Jacques." 

"  Ah,  yes,  I  dare  say  he  is  a  rascal,"  said 
M.  Dubarri,  with  a  knowing  twinkle  in  his 
eyes.     "  He  is  a  cunning  fellow,  but  useful." 

"  I  have  a  strong  suspicion,"  said  Sterne, 
"•  that  he  is  in  the  pay  of  Mr.  Valentine 
Gaunt." 

M.  Dubarri  staggered  back,  looking  very 
crestfallen.  It  was  unpleasant  to  find  that 
in  playing  with  edged  tools  he  had  cut  his 
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own  fingers.  It  threw  rather  a  sombre  light 
upon  his  knowledge  of  the  world.  Alto- 
gether, it  demanded  an  outbreak  of  virtuous 
indignation. 

''  Sapristi !  what  a  knave  the  fellow  is  !  " 
€ried  M.  Dubarri,  banging  his  fist  upon  the 
table.  '^  Who  told  Mr.  Valentine  Gaunt  we 
were  leaving  Momus  Street  ?  That  rascal 
Jacques  !  Who  tracked  us  here  and  brought 
that  sly  cat  to  visit  us  ?  That  rascal  Jacques ! 
Who  spies  upon  us  now  and  confounds  all 
my  clever  tricks  ?  That  rascal  Jacques ! 
Ma  foi — 7na  foi !  I  would  like  to  kick  that 
rascal  Jacques  into  the  middle  of  next  week  ! ' 
And  he  lifted  his  foot  as  if  he  meant  it. 

Sterne  went  out  laughing.  He  was  accom- 
panied by  Arnold,  after  a  short  skirmish  with 
M.  Dubarri,  who  was  anxious  to  show  every 
honour  to  his  visitor. 

But  as  soon  as  the  door  had  closed  upon 
the  polite  old  Frenchman,  a  change  came  over 
the  scene.  The  two  men  standing  in  the  hall 
seemed  to  have  taken  a  sudden  plunge  into 
a  cold  bath.    The  peculiarity  of  their  meeting 
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and  the  presence  of  a  third  person  had  pre- 
vented any  awkwardness  until  now.  Sterne's 
manner  turned  almost  frigid,  and  Arnold,  as 
was  his  way,  followed  suit.  Though  the 
clergyman  intended,  if  possible,  to  bring 
about  a  reconciliation  between  father  and 
son,  and  thought  he  saw  his  way  to  doing 
so,  '^and  at  the  same  time  of  ousting  Mr. 
Valentine  Graunt,  still  he  felt  exceedingly 
angry  with  the  young  man  who  had  been 
the  cause  of  so  much  trouble.  He  put  on 
the  tasselled  hat  before  he  spoke.  Then  he 
turned  and  said  coldly  :— 

"  It  is  not  for  me  to  find  fault  with  you, 
Arnold ;  there  are  others  who  will  do  that. 
To  my  mind,  your  conduct  has  been  simply 
unaccountable." 

"  Steady  there,  Mr.  Sterne,"  interrupted 
Arnold.  "  You  are  doing  what  you  admit 
you  have  no  right  to  do." 

"  Yery  well,  I  have  only  one  question  to 
ask ;  and,  remember,  it  is  for  your  father's 
sake,  and  not  for  mine,  that  I  ask  it.  What 
induced  you  to  take  this  strange  step  ?  " 
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"  I  wanted  to  be  independent,  for  one 
thing ;  to  marry  Hebe  for  another ;  and  for 
a  third,  ray  father  never  appeared  to  care 
what  happened  to  rae,  so  long  as  his  pupils 
were  all  right." 

This  answer  rather  embarrassed  Sterne, 
for  he  knew  that  Arnold  had  put  his  finger 
on  one  of  the  blots  in  his  father's  character. 
Though  the  revival  of  the  Doctor's  love 
showed  that  it  had  never  been  completely 
extinguished  by  his  ambition,  yet  before  his 
troubles  had  fanned  it  into  new  vigour,  it 
had  dwindled  down  to  a  very  small  spark. 
Indeed  it  might  be  doubted  even  now  whether 
his  anxious  search  was  for  his  son  or  for  his 
heir — for  some  one  to  love,  or  for  the  in- 
genious contrivance  that  nature  has  devised 
for  planting  along  the  centuries  a  succession 
of  living  statues  to  the  illustrious  founder  of 
a  family.  Probably,  the  Doctor  was  in- 
fluenced by  both  motives. 

There  w^as  another  thino;  that  ecave  Sterne 
plenty  to  think  about.  He  experienced  a 
sudden  shock  of  surprise  at  learning  that  his 
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impassive  young  man  who  had  never  shown 
any  outward  sign  of  affection  for  his  father 
or  sister,  should  nevertheless  have  felt  hurt 
at  their  r^ot  being  demonstratively  affectionate 
towards  him.  Such  an  idea  would  never 
have  entered  Sterne's  head  but  for  this  un- 
conscious revelation.  He  saw  now  that 
Arnold  was  not  exactly  the  stolid  block  he 
was  generally  supposed  to  be.  He  saw  also 
the  reason  why  Arnold  had  fallen  in  love 
with  Hebe,  who  had  many  coaxing  little 
ways.  No  doubt  the  Doctor,  absorbed  in  his 
pupils,  had  misjudged  his  son,  who  had  con- 
sequently rebelled  against  the  cause,  and  if 
so,  there  was  all  the  more  hope  of  putting 
an  end  to  the  disastrous  misunderstanding. 

"Your  father  may  not  be  a  very  demon- 
strative man,"  said  Sterne,  moving  towards 
the  door,  "  but  if  you  still  doubt  his  affection 
for  you,  you  will  scarcely  do  so  when  you 
see  what  a  terrible  change  your  conduct  has 
wrought  in  his  appearance."  The  object 
being  to  bring  the  prodigal  to  a  thoroughly 
penitent  frame  of  mind,  there  was  no  need 
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to  encumber  the  question  with  Mr.  Valentine 
Gaunt's  doings.  ''  His  hair  is  almost  white, 
Arnold ;  his  head  is  bowed  ;  he  looks  broken 
in  body  and  spirit.     Grood  afternoon." 

But  Arnold  caught  him  by  the  hand. 

"  Mr.  Sterne,  you  terrify  me,"  he  exclaimed. 
"  Believe  me,  I  had  no  notion  of  this.  Hebe 
has  never  told  me ;  nobody  has  told  me.  I 
never  dreamed  he  would  care  what  I  did  or 
where  I  went.  If  I  had  known,  surely  you 
don't  think  I  would  have  acted  as  I  have 
done.  He  seemed  to  regard  me  only  as  a 
machine  for  carrying  on  his  establishment. 
Will  you  tell  him  what  I  say  ? "  He  held 
the  clergyman  as  if  he  would  throttle  him. 

"  Gladly,  Arnold." 

"  And  will  you  shake  hands  with  me  ? 
You  are  his  friend." 

*'  Not  till  he  has  done  so,"  replied  Sterne, 
speaking  as  the  Doctor's  lieutenant. 

Arnold  relaxed  his  grasp  with  a  sigh. 

^'  Then  won't  you  give  me  some  explanation 
of  this  incredible  story  ?  "  he  said. 

"  I  can't  yet ;  I  have  to  find  it." 
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An  impulse  to  soften  tliis  harsh  answer 
made  him  hesitate  for  a  moment,  but  when 
he  thought  of  the  events  of  the  past  year, 
his  heart  was  changed  to  stone.  Without 
another  word,  he  left  the  house. 

Before  he  had  gone  many  yards  along  the 
Harrow  Road,  he  observed  Hebe  and  her 
motlier  in  the  distance,  and  turned  down  a 
side  street  to  avoid  them.  He  had  no  wish 
to  meet  them  until  he  had  learnt  what  atti- 
tude the  Doctor  w^ould  adopt  towards  the 
newly  married  couple.  Personally  he  did 
not  approve  of  their  conduct,  and  could  not 
yet  forgive  them ;  but  if  the  Doctor  did  so, 
then  he  must  do  the  same  as  a  mere  matter 
of  discipline.  Sterne,  as  we  have  already 
seen,  had  completely  fallen  under  the  in- 
fluence of  the  autocratic  system  by  which 
the  Doctor  ruled  his  tutors,  pupils,  and 
parishioners,  and  to  his  austere  type  of  mind 
it  was  not  impalatable. 

He  had  visited  another  person  in  London 
besides  Arnold,  and  repeated  his  visit  before 
returnino'  to  Puddleton. 
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By  a  curious  coincidence,  the  train  that 
carried  him  to  Stilbury,  carried  also  the 
document  that  was  to  give  Mr.  Valentine 
Gaunt  a  share  in  the  establishment,  and  make 
him  practically  irresistible.  Several  drafts  had 
already  been  supplied  by  the  Doctor  s  London 
solicitors,  but  Mr.  Valentine  G-aunt  had  been 
cautious  enough  to  object  to  them.  For  this 
reason.:  the  Doctor  had  endeavoured  to  reserve 
the  right  to  pay  out  the  incoming  partner, 
and  had  therefore  inserted  clause  after  clause, 
each  milder  than  its  predecessor,  but  never- 
theless having  the  same  purpose  in  view.  He 
had,  however,  been  obliged  to  withdraw  them 
all.  By  the  present  agreement,  which  was 
to  be  signed  on  the  following  day,  he  would 
be  entirely  at  the  mercy  of  Mr.  Valentine 
Gaunt,  his  only  safeguard  being  community 
of  interests. 

Had  Sterne  known  that  he  was  running  a 
race  against  time,  he  would  certainly  have 
altered  his  arrangements,  and  have  taken 
M.  Dubarri  with  him.  When  he  arrived  at 
the  Hut,  he  v/as  surprisingly  cheerful,  con- 
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sidering  tliat  the  welfare  of  at  least  nine 
persons  depended  upon  what  he  was  about  to 
do.  None  but  his  wife  noticed  a  lingering 
trace  of  anxiety,  and  she  was  astonished  and 
delighted  at  the  change  in  him.  She  had  a 
cosy  little  supper  ready  for  him  in  the  study, 
and  while  he  ate  it,  she  pretended  to  be  en- 
gro'ssed  in  some  fancy  work,  though  in  reality 
she  was  furtively  watching  him,  too  prudent 
to  ask  questions,  yet  almost  dying  to  learn 
what  he  had  been  doing.  But  while  talkative 
enough  on  other  subjects,  the  provoking  man 
carefully  avoided  the  one  thing  he  knew  she 
wished  to  hear  about.  He  held  his  STOund 
even  after  she  had  tried  to  bribe  him  by  filling 
his  pipe  and  bringing  him  a  light  for  it. 
Sterne  had  one  quality  of  which  the  fair  sex 
can  scarcely  approve — he  liked  to  keep  his 
secrets  lest  they  should  be  spoilt  by  too  much 
handling. 

About  half-past  ten,  to  his  wife's  surprise, 
he  put  on  his  hat  and  went  for  a  stroll.  He 
felt  restless,  he  explained,  and  must  walk  off 
the  feeling  before  he  could  think  of  going  to 
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bed.  An  almost  irresistible  impulse  led  him 
towards  the  church. 

It  was  a  lovely  night,  the  sky  cloudless, 
and  the  moon  floating  like  a  bubble  above 
the  poplars,  which  threw  their  long  dark 
shadows  across  the  landscape.  From  Camel- 
back,  smiling  down  upon  the  village  that 
nestled  at  its  base,  to  the  well-wooded  hills 
and  valleys  in  the  far  west,  every  object  was 
almost  as  clearly  defined  as  in  the  daytime. 
But  all  was  silent,  except  for  the  occasional 
tinkling  of  a  sheep-bell. 

When  Sterne  approached  the  little  cottage 
in  which  the  sexton  lived,  he  observed  a  light 
in  one  of  the  lower  windows.  After  some 
hesitation  he  knocked  at  the  door  and  asked 
for  the  keys  of  the  church.  The  old  man 
gave  them  to  him  wonderingly.  Should 
he  come  too  and  bring  a  lamp  ?  he  asked, 
thinking  that  the  High  Church  curate  might 
be  up  to  some  new  trick,  concerning  which 
he  ought  to  warn  Mr.  Pike,  the  people's 
churchwarden.  But  Sterne  declined  his 
services,  and  left  him  peering  anxiously  from 
his  doorwav. 
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Inside  the  cliiircli,  Sterne  walked  slowly  to 
and  fro,  pausing  at  each  object  of  interest  in 
turn.  The  moonlight,  pouring  in  through 
the  plain  glass  windows,  would,  for  many  of 
us,  have  called  up  a  congregation  of  shadowy 
forms,  worshipping  as  once  they  did  when 
there  was  less  sculptured  marble  on  the  walls, 
or  perhaps  no  handsome  old  brasses  in  the 
chancel,  or  no  antique  font  in  the  aisle.  But 
Leonard  Sterne's  attention  was  fixed  upon 
more  modern  times.  He  gazed  with  fond 
admiration  at  the  beautiful  east  window,  the 
fine  organ,  the  carved  stalls  for  the  choristers, 
and,  with  the  moonbeams  falling  upon  his 
pale,  resolute,  upturned  face,  he  stood  for  a 
while  at  the  lectern.  How  hard  he  had 
worked  to  get  the  pupils  and  their  parents  to 
subscribe  for  these  things.  And  now  if  he 
failed  !  His  weary  sigh  seemed  to  be  echoed 
from  every  pew.  Rating  himself  for  his 
weakness,  he  hurried  out  and  locked  the 
door. 

Just  as  he  was  leaving  the  ivy-clad  porch, 
he  caught  sight  of  a  tall  thin  figure  in  the 
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churchyard.  The  high  sloping  hat  pro- 
claimed it  to  be  the  Doctor.  With  his  hands 
clasped,  but  otherwise  in  a  watchful  attitude, 
as  if  he  had  been  disturbed  by  some  unusual 
noise,  he  was  standing  by  his  wife's  grave^ 
which  was  bright  with  flowers  and  carefully 
tended ;  a  strange  contrast  to  most  of  the 
other  tombstones  around,  they  being  chipped 
and  lichen-stained,  and  inclined  to  the  sky  at 
every  imaginable  angle. 

As  soon  as  the  Doctor  recognized  Sterne, 
he  advanced  to  meet  him,  and  the  two  men 
shook  hands  with  great  warmth.  But  after 
the  first  wistful  look,  each  avoided  the  other's 
eye,  which  w^as  not  very  bright  in  either 
case,  and  scarcely  a  word  passed  between 
them.  As  if  by  telegraphic  signal,  their 
thoughts  had  simultaneously  turned  to  the 
same  subject,  yet  neither  of  them  could  have 
put  into  plain  language  the  reason  why  he 
was  so  silent.  Both  were  under  the  influence 
of  feelings  that  have  no  need  of  vocal  inter- 
preter— feelings  never  more  impressive  than 
when  one  is  standing  beneath  the  vast  moon- 
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lit  dome  of  niglit,  among  the  emblems  of 
man's  littleness. 

The  Doctor,  who  looked  thoroughly  miser- 
able and  worn  out,  was  wondering  what  had 
caused  such  a  remarkable  change  in  Sterne's 
appearance,  but  he  pushed  his  inquiries  no 
further  than  that  first  eager  glance.  Indeed, 
he  "stood  with  his  furrowed  face  averted,  for 
the  morrow  was  to  witness  the  signature  of 
the  deed  of  partnership  which  would  enable 
Mr.  Valentine  Gaunt  to  work  his  malicious 
will.  Would  not  one  of  his  first  acts  be  to 
dismiss  Sterne  ?  The  Doctor  was  blushing 
for  himself  beforehand.  While  he  intended 
to  make  a  desperate  fight  when  the  time 
came,  he  knew  what  the  end  would  be  ;  and 
yet  he  dared  not  tell  Sterne  of  the  impending 
blow.  Nay,  more,  he  clung  to  the  mad  hope 
that  he  would  be  able  to  keep  the  partnership 
a  secret  till  his  death  ;  after  which,  Arnold 
being  no  longer  available,  it  did  not  matter 
what  happened. 

In  short,  the  Doctor  knew  his  weakness 
and  reproached  himself  bitterly  for  it.     He 
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felt  SO  tender-hearted  towards  Sterne  that  he 
could  have  burst  into  tears.  There  was  only 
one  thing  that  sustained  him. 

Sterne,  for  his  part,  was  telling  himself 
that  he  would  have  been  an  inhuman  monster 
had  he  distrusted  the  Doctor.  Tired  out  as 
his  poor  old  friend  always  was  at  an  early 
hour  in  the  evening,  yet  what  had  he  been 
doing  at  dead  of  night  but  praying  by  his 
wife's  grave  !  Was  this  a  man  to  be  doubted, 
full  of  little  faults  as  he  might  be  ?  Sterne 
felt  very  thankful  indeed  for  what  he  had 
seen.  It  was  with  a  full  heart  that  he  said 
good  night ;  and  he  lingered  on  the  way 
home,  not  feeling  quite  able  at  first  to  meet 
his  wife's  searching  gaze. 
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CHAPTER  Y. 

ox    THE    BRINK. 

Mr.  Pike  called  at  the  Hut  early  next 
morning  and  was  shown  into  the  study, 
Avhere  Sterne  was  hard  at  work  and  had 
been  for  hours.  There  was  no  coldness 
about  their  greeting  this  time,  for  they 
were  bound  together  by  a  common  purpose. 
While  neither  took  the  smallest  direct  interest 
in  Arnold,  it  was  the  object  of  both  to  bring 
him  back  to  Puddleton  and  reinstate  him  in 
the  Doctor's  favour.  The  one  was  anxious 
to  pull  him  out  of  his  difficulties  for  Hebe's 
sake,  the  other  for  the  Doctor's  sake.  If  he 
had  stood  alone,  he  would  have  fared  badly 
as  far  as  they  were  concerned. 

Should  Sterne's  project  be  successful,  the 
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father  would  be  the  more  ready  to  forgive 
the  son  who  had,  in  some  measure,  con- 
tributed towards  its  success  ;  accidentally,  no 
doubt,  but  when  the  feelings  are  involved, 
the  logical  faculty  becomes  an  able  courtier. 
Hence,  Sterne  intended  to  play  his  game  out 
before  telling  the  Doctor  of  his  discovery. 
Furthermore,  as  he  wished  to  act  wholly 
upon  his  own  responsibility,  he  had  resolved 
not  to  disclose  any  of  the  details  to  his  present 
visitor. 

"  Take  the  armchair,  Mr.  Pike,"  he  said, 
turning  it  round.  '^  No,  oh  no,  you're  not 
disturbing  me  at  all.  I  have  been  sitting  so 
long  that  I  prefer  to  stand." 

And  he  placed  himself  with  his  back  to 
the  grate. 

Mr.  Pike  sat  down  in  his  usual  way  :  as  if 
rheumatism  was  indigenous  to  his  whole 
body,  but  especially  to  his  collar-bound 
neck. 

"  Well,  Mr.  Sterne,  what  news  ?  "  he  asked. 

"  None  till  to-morrow,  Mr.  Pike." 

"  Humph  !     You  see,  I  am  anxious  to  have 

VOL.  in.  H 
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matters  settled  as  soon  as  possible,  for  I  want 
to  get  back  to  my  wife  and  Hebe." 

"  And  I,"  said  Sterne,  "  am  just  as  anxious 
on  the  Doctor's  account." 

"  Then  will  you  tell  me  what  you  have 
done  so  far  ?  " 

"  I'm  afraid  I  can't." 

T^ir.  Pike  began  to  look  dissatisfied. 

''  I  must  confess,"  he  said,  "  I  don't  like 
waiting  in  the  dark.  However,  if  you  think 
you  can  bring  the  case  to  a  successful  issue 
to-morrow,  I  suppose  I  must  give  you  another 
day's  grace." 

"  That  will  be  quite  enough,"  said  Sterne ; 
"  at  least,  I  think  so.  I  have  made  all  my 
arrangements  for  this  evening." 

At  these  words  Mr.  Pike  went  off  on  a 
fresh  scent. 

"  I  met  that  scoundrel  Gaunt  going  up  to 
the  Rectory,"  he  cried,  clenching  his  fist  and 
shaking  it  at  Sterne.  ''  The  fellow  had  the 
impudence  to  bow  to  me.  By  Heavens  !  sir, 
I  could  have  struck  him  to  the  ground." 

"  Not  a  very  professional  thing  to  do,  Mr. 
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Pike,"  observed  Sterne  with  a  smile.  Know- 
ing nothing  about  the  deed  of  partnership, 
he  took  but  httle  interest  in  this  news. 

"  Doubtless,  but  a  father's  feelings  pay 
small  heed  to  legal  etiquette." 

"  Don't  you  think  it  would  damage  him 
more  if  you  could  contrive  to  get  him  into 
Chancery,  or  something  of  that  sort  ?  " 

Mr.  Pike  took  this  seriously. 

"  Ah  !  but  what  irritates  me  is  this,"  he 
cried  ;  ''  the  fellow  has  committed  no  crime 
in  the  eyes  of  the  law.  More  than  that,  he 
has  managed  his  business  so  that  we  are 
tongue-tied  for  Hebe's  sake ;  and  even  if  we 
could  speak,  there  is  not  a  scrap  of  writing 
against  him  ;  he  could  oppose  his  word  to 
hers,  and  there  would  be  an  end  of  the 
matter.  We  can't  prove  animus ;  we  can't 
show  a  motive  that  would  go  down  with  a 
thick-headed  jury  ;  we  can't  do  anything  but 
get  the  Doctor  to  turn  him  out  of  the  place." 

'-'  If  necessary,"  said  Sterne  thoughtfully, 
"  would  you  meet  the  Doctor  ? " 

The  pompous  little  man  stiffened  at  once. 
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He  sat  bolt  upright  in  his  chair,  and  caressed 
his  hat. 

"  As  I  have  already  told  you,  Mr.  Sterne," 
he  replied,  "  the  Doctor  and  I  have  had  a 
slight  difference  of  opinion.  I  consider  he 
owes  me  an  apology." 

'-  Eemember,  Mr.  Pike,  we  ought  to  pull 
together." 

"  Precisely  so.  The  very  thing  I  would 
like  you  to  impress  upon  the  Doctor." 

Sterne  smiled.  The  one  virtue  that  we 
pray  may  be  bestowed  upon  our  neighbours, 
is  Christian  charity.  He  was  about  to  put 
this  idea  into  a  polite  form,  when  Mr.  Pike, 
thinking  he  detected  a  sermon  in  the  back- 
ground, pulled  out  his  watch,  and  suddenly 
remembered  that  he  had  urgent  business  to 
attend  to.  The  people's  churchwarden  was 
the  last  person  in  the  world  to  stand  being 
preached  at  by  the  opposition  curate — Mr. 
Pike  was  Low  Church — so  he  took  his  leave 
and  strutted  off  with  great  dignity. 

Sterne  lighted  his  pipe,  and  sat  down  to 
think.     He  pulled  all  his  plans  to  pieces  and 
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put  them  together  again.  In  the  end,  he 
left  them  exactly  as  he  had  arranged  them 
at  first.  Then  he  placed  the  tips  of  his 
thumb  and  forefinger  close  together,  and 
carefully  watched  to  see  whether  they  would 
touch.  Yes,  they  touched  very  often,  and  do 
what  he  would,  he  could  not  steady  them. 
Clearly  he  was  getting  very  nervous.  He 
turned  to  his  writing  again,  but  before  very 
long,  was  interrupted  by  the  headlong 
entrance  of  Philip  Strathclyde. 

After  thundering  at  the  door,  Philip  burst 
into  the  room,  and  wrung  Sterne's  hand  with 
frightful  violence.  He  was  radiant  with 
delight. 

"  Hoorah  !  "  he  shouted.  "  I've  passed. 
I've  passed.     Hoorah  ! '' 

^'  How  high  ?  " 

"First  in  the  list,"  replied  the  handsome 
lad,  blushing  like  a  girl. 

"  Well  done,  Philip  1 "  exclaimed  Sterne, 
clapping  him  on  the  back.  "  That  ought  to 
soften  the  Doctor's  heart,  after  all  his  other 
failures.     When  did  you  hear  ?  " 
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"  Oh  !  a  day  or  two  ago.  But  we  have 
only  just  returned  from  Glenurleigh." 

Philip,  his  aunt,  and  his  cousin,  had  heen 
spending  the  last  few  weeks  of  the  vacation 
with  the  Duke  of  Tudor,  Plantagenet's  father. 
Besides  a  warm  friendshijD  between  the  two 
young  fellows  at  Harrow,  and  afterwards  at 
Puddleton,  there  was  some  relationship  be- 
tween the  families. 

'I  Well,"  said  Sterne,  "  and  did  you  enjoy 
your  visit  ?  " 

"  I  should  have  done "     He  coloured 

and  hung  his  head. 

"  If  Nellie  had  been  there,"  added  Sterne, 
laughing. 

"  I  went  because  the  others  washed  me  to 
go.  But,  dear  me,  I  have  no  right  to  com- 
plain, for  our  visit  brought  about  a  grand 
result.  Plantagenet  and  Mildred  are  en- 
gaged." 

"  I  have  been  expecting  to  hear  of  their 
engagement  for  some  time."  Intelligence 
Department  again. 

''  There  goes  another  obstacle,"  said  Philip. 
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"  My  aunt,  can  no  longer  oppose  my  marriage 
with  Nellie." 

"  True.     And  the  Manor  property  ?  " 

"  Goes  to  Mildred,  of  course.  It  was  to  be 
mine  only  if  I  married  her,  which  I  knew 
never  would  be  the  case.  My  aunt  asked  if  I 
objected  to  the  engagement.  Objected  !  Why, 
I  v/as  never  more  delighted  in  my  life.  Now 
I  am  free  to  undertake  my  twofold  mission  :  to 
marry  the  Doctor's  daughter,  and  find  his  son." 

"  Pleasure  first  and  business  afterwards, 
you  sly  young  dog,  Philip,"  laughed  Sterne, 
discreetly  suppressing  any  allusion  to  Arnold. 
''  Have  you  seen  Nellie  yet  ?  " 

"  No.  I  rushed  off  to  the  Eectory  before  I 
came  here,  but  that  bruce  Higgins  wouldn't 
let  me  in.  He's  a  perfect  riddle,  the  white- 
headed  old  sphinx.  One  day  he's  winking, 
another  day  smiling,  and  to-day  frowning ; 
yet  he  never  opens  his  mouth  to  explain  his 
meaning.  You  never  saw  such  a  face  as  he 
pulled  at  me  this  morning,  just  as  if  he  had 
been  eating  sour  fruit.  Do  you  think  he's 
going  off  his  head  ?  " 
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"Higgiiis,"  said  Sterne  thoughtfully,  ''is 
as  sharp  as  a  needle.  He  is  wonderfully 
quick  in  reflecting  the  Doctor's  moods." 

"  In  which  case,  there's  a  nasty  storm 
brewing.  I  must  go  and  talk  to  the  Doctor 
at  once."     And  he  rose  to  his  feet. 

But  Sterne  urged  patience,  at  least  until 
the  morrow,  Philip  objected  that  the  first 
batch  of  pupils  would  have  returned  then, 
and  the  Doctor  would  consequently  be  in 
an"  excited  state  during  the  daytime,  and 
exhausted  in  the  evening  ;  but  he  eventually 
yielded  to  the  arguments  of  his  older  friend, 
vague  as  they  were.  In  order  to  avoid  intro- 
ducing fresh  complications,  the  Doctor  never 
liking  to  retreat  from  a  position  that  he 
had  once  successfully  defended,  Philip  also 
promised  to  keep  away  from  the  Rectory  for 
this  one  day.  It  was  only  with  the  greatest 
reluctance,  however,  that  he  gave  the  promise, 
for  he  had  a  strong  dislike  to  doing  anything 
without  knowing  why.  He  wore  a  very 
reproachful  look  afterwards,  and  left  in 
rather  a  huff. 
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Sterne  returned  to  his  work.  He  had  a 
considerable  number  of  letters  to  write  for 
the  Doctor.  They  occupied  the  whole  morn- 
ing and  the  greater  part  of  the  afternoon, 
though  many  of  them  were  only  receipts. 
As  soon  as  they  were  finished,  he  put  on  his 
hat,  and  started  for  a  brisk  walk. 

It  was  a  fine  afternoon,  with  a  gentle 
breeze  purring  among  the  dog-roses  in  the 
hedgerows.  The  sunlight,  sprinkled  through 
a  cloudy  trellice  work,  was  lying  in  quaint 
patterns  upon  the  undulating  country.  The 
corn  was  partly  cut,  but  in  some  fields  the 
reapers  were  at  work,  their  distant  voices 
blending  with  the  harsh  notes  of  the  land- 
rail. 

About  a  mile  from  the  village,  the  road 
ploughed  its  way  through  a  hill ;  and  here 
hundreds  of  martins  were  skimming  the  air, 
or  peeping  from  their  holes  in  the  red  sandy 
banks  which  rose  perpendicularly  on  either 
hand,  to  disappear  behind  screens  of  honey- 
suckle. The  hill  itself  was  planted  with  tall 
firs,  which  nodded  and  talked  in  mysterious 
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whispers  as  if  they  had  something  very 
important  on  hand. 

Just  beyond  the  cutting  there  was  a  pretty 
little  cottage  embedded  among  the  trees.  It 
had  a  long  narrow  garden  in  front,  sloping- 
down  to  the  road.  The  whole  occupied  a 
mere  slice  in  the  plantation.  When  Sterne 
was  opening  tlie  wicket-gate,  he  saw  Nellie 
coming  down  the  garden — a  charming  picture 
in  a  charming  frame.  Her  expression  was 
very  sad,  and  her  fiace,  he  thought,  unusually 
flushed. 

"  Good  afternoon,  Nellie,"  said  Sterne. 
"  You  don't  look  very  well." 

"  I  have  a  slight  headache,  Mr.  Sterne," 
she  replied,  with  a  smile,  "  but  it  is  nothing 
much.  Are  you  going  to  see  poor  little 
Susan  ?  She  is  dreadfully  ill,  I'm  afraid." 
And  Nellie  turned  and  looked  back  at  the 
cottage  to  see  the  anxious  mother  gazing  at 
them  from  the  door. 

"  I  didn't  know  there  was  anything  the 
matter  with  her." 

"  She   was  taken   ill   three    days   ago.     I 
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found  out  by  her  not  coming  to  the  Sunday 
school :  so  I  called  yesterday  to  inquire  and 
afterwards  sent  Dr.  Fogge.  But  he  seems  to 
be  completely  puzzled." 

"  It's  nothing  very  serious,  I  dare  say," 
said  Sterne,  who  had  had  a  good  deal  of 
parochial  experience.  "  Mumps,  perhaps,  or 
measles.  Every  little  ailment  becomes  a 
deadly  pestilence  in  a  mother's  eyes."  It 
was  in  gentler  tones  that  he  added  :  "  I 
suppose  you  have  heard  that  Philip  has 
passed,  first  in  the  list  ?  " 

"  Yes,"  replied  Nellie,  blushing.  But  the 
gleam  of  pleasure  that  lighted  up  her  bkie 
eyes  died  out  the  next  moment. 

Sterne  was  watching  her  with  kindly 
interest.  He  saw  the  shadow  on  her  pretty 
face,  and  wondered  at  its  meaning.  But 
when  he  caught  a  tremulous  motion  of  the 
pouting  lips,  he  took  her  hand  and  said 
cheerfully — 

"  Believe  me,  Nellie,  all  will  yet  be  well." 

She  glanced  at  him  timidly,  hesitated,  and 
then  faltered,  "  My  father  says  it  mustn't  be." 
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"  What !  changed  his  mind  again  !  " 

"  Oh  !  but  I  don't  know  that  he  changed  it 
before.  He  spoke  with  dreadful  decision  last 
night,  and,  oh,  Mr.  Sterne,  can't  we  help 
him  ?  " 

Here,  then,  was  the  explanation  of  Higgins's 
manner,  though  it  was  strange  how  he  learnt 
his  master's  opinions.  Sterne  felt  sincerely 
thankful  that  he  had  made  Philip  promise  to 
keep  away  from  the  Eectory.  It  would  have 
been  a  heavy  blow  for  the  lad,  elated  by  his 
success. 

Sterne  did  what  he  could,  without  divulging 
his  plans,  to  comfort  Nellie,  but  the  mention 
of  Philip's  name  had  thrown  her  into  a  queer 
changeable  mood  altogether.  At  something 
he  said  to  her  she  burst  out  laughing ;  the 
next  moment  she  was  in  tears.  He  thought 
her  a  little  hysterical,  and  offered  to  accompany 
her  home ;  but  she  declined  his  offer,  and 
went  away  through  the  fields  by  herself. 

As  soon  as  she  was  out  of  sight,  she  gave 
way  to  a  violent  fit  of  weeping,  and  for  a 
long  time  sat  in  a  quiet  corner,  nursing  her 
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grief.  It  was  nearly  dinner-tinie  when  she 
arrived  at  the  Eectory.  Higgins  met  her  in 
the  hall,  with  the  information  that  she  was  to 
have  one  guest,  Mr.  Valentine  Gaunt,  who 
was  at  that  moment  waiting  in  the  drawing- 
room.  She  ran  upstairs,  shuddering ;  yet  at 
the  sound  of  the  gong  appeared  looking  very 
brave  and  determined. 

Mr.  Valentine  Gaunt  offered  her  his  arm. 
She  turned  her  back  upon  him,  and,  taking 
her  father's  hand,  gently  drew  him  from  the 
room.  He  kept  glancing  back  apologetically, 
foolish  old  man,  speaking  to  each  in  turn  and 
trying  to  please  both.  Higgius,  standing  at 
attention  by  the  door,  gazed  with  stony 
gravity  at  this  curious  little  procession  ;  yet 
watchful  as  he  was,  it  is  dowbtful  whether 
even  he  noticed  the  least  sign  of  discomposure 
in  the  slighted  guest  who  sauntered  after 
the  father  and  daughter,  with  his  hands  in 
his  pockets.  At  the  same  time,  there  was  a 
suspicious  redness  about  his  cheekbones,  and 
occasionally  he  smiled  with  malicious  triumph. 

If  Nellie  could  have  invented  an  excuse 
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for  not  leaving  the  two  men  together,  she 
would  gladly  have  done  so,  for  she  had  never 
seen  her  father  looking  so  wretched.  He  did 
glance  imploringly  at  her  once  or  twice,  but 
it  so  happened  that  she  noticed  none  of  these 
mute  appeals.  Eventually,  after  saying  that 
she  would  come  and  fetch  him,  unless  he 
appeared  in  the  drawing-room  within  ten 
minutes,  she  left  the  room. 

"  I  called  to  see  you  this  morning,  Dr. 
Copingstone,"  said  Mr.  Yalentine  Gaunt. 

"  Ah  !   so  Higgins  told  me." 

"  I  suppose  you  forgot  that  the  deed  of 
partnership  was  to  have  been  signed  this 
morning." 

"  The  deed !  oh  yes.  Help  yourself,  Mr. 
Gaunt." 

The  fact  of  the  matter  was,  the  Doctor  had 
mounted  one  of  his  cobs  immediately  after 
breakfast,  and  had  ridden  as  far  from  the 
reach  of  the  enemy  as  possible.  Anything  to 
put  off  the  evil  day.  He  had  only  returned  a 
few  minutes  before  dinner.  Of  that  long  ride 
he  could  never  give  any  intelligible  account. 
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He  bad  not  the  least  idea  of  where  he  had 
been,  what  be  had  done,  or  even  whether  he 
had  had  any  food.  Looking  back  upon  it 
afterwards,  he  could  describe  it  only  as  a 
hideous  nightmare  with  a  single  spectre — the 
man  now  rising  from  his  seat. 

"  No,  no  more  wine,  thank  you,"  said  Mr. 
Yalentine  Gaunt.  "  We  had  better  go  into 
the  study  and  finish  our  business  at  once." 

Wearily  the  Doctor  rose  and  led  the  way 
into  the  study.  When  he  had  turned  up  the 
lamp,  he  sat  down  in  the  carved  oak  chair 
and  produced  the  deed  from  one  of  the 
drawers  in  the  writing-table.  Both  windows 
were  open,  and  the  light  breeze  was  rustling 
the  curtains,  which  were  only  partly  drawn. 

Mr.  Yalentine  Gaunt  walked  to  the  bell 
and  rang  it;  after  which  he  placed  himself 
opposite  the  Doctor,  the  writing-table  between 
them. 

"  We  want  a  couple  of  witnesses,"  he  said, 
folding  his  arms. 

Higgins  entered. 

"  I  wish  you  and  Martha  to  witness   our 


112  THE   OLD   ADAM. 

signatures,  Higgins,"  said  the  Doctor.  "  Be 
as  quick  as  you  can." 

After  a  fidgety  interval  of  five  minutes  or 
so,  the  two  servants  entered  and  drew  up  by 
the  door,  Higgins  with  much  solemnity, 
Martha  inclined  to  grin.  It  was  evident  that 
she  had  insisted  upon  putting  on  a  new  cap 
and  a  clean  apron  before  presenting  herself. 
If  she  had  come  in  rags,  her  appearance 
would  scarcely  have  been  noticed. 

When  the  Doctor  took  up  the  pen,  his 
hand  was  shaking  as  if  he  had  been  stricken 
with  palsy.  He  made  a  nervous  dab  at  the 
inkpot,  missed  it  the  first  time,  but  was  more 
successful  the  second,  and  scribbled  his  name, 
when — 

"  Sapristi !  that  is  not  the  reverend  diable," 
said  a  voice  in  an  undertone ;  and  then  cried 
excitedly,  "  Tenez — tenez— tenez  !  Hold  your 
hand,  sir." 

Mr.  Yalentine  Gaunt  instinctively  leaned 
across  the  table  to  grasp  the  deed,  but  the 
Doctor,  half  risen  to  his  feet,  laid  both  his 
hands  firmly  upon  it.    In  these  attitudes  they 
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seemed  petrified,  their  faces  turned  towards 
the  window  that  looked  out  upon  the  lawn- 
tennis  ground.  They  were  standing  thus, 
the  two  servants  looking  on  with  well-trained 
curiosity,  when,  a  moment  or  two  later, 
Leonard  Sterne  entered  the  room. 

Pointing  to  the  deed,  he  exclaimed  with 
scarcely  repressed  excitement — 

"  Tear  up  that  nonsense,  Dr.  Copings  tone  !  " 


VOL.  in. 
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CHAPTER  YI. 

A    BOLD    MANCEUVRE. 

The  money  lent  to  M.  Dubarri  for  the  pur- 
pose of  advertising  his  invaluable  chimney- 
pot enabled  him  to  reach  Puddleton  in 
accordance  with  Sterne's  instructions.  He 
felt  sure  he  was  throwing  away  innumerable 
chances  of  making  a  fortune,  but  consoled 
himself  with  the  reflection  that  he  was  yield- 
ing to  necessity.  He  firmly  intended  to 
repay  himself  at  the  earliest  opportunity, 
for  the  impulse  given  to  his  idea  by  Mr. 
Pike's  loan  had  made  him  rabid  on  the 
subject  of  advertisements.  Indeed,  he  was 
so  certain  of  the  success  of  his  company,  of 
which  he  and  Mr.  Pike  were  still  the  only 
shareholders,  that  he  had  already  promised 
untold  wealth  to  all  his  friends. 
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Meanwhile,  he  was  greatly  distressed  at 
the  absence  of  his  watch  and  chain.  Having 
been  accustomed  to  regard  them  as  the  out- 
ward signs  of  respectability,  he  had  always 
worn  them  so  that  they  could  be  seen  without 
any  difficulty.  It  was  a  melancholy  state  of 
affairs  when  he  had  to  go  about  in  a  tightly 
buttoned  coat.  While  decking  himself  out 
in  his  most  imposing  style,  he  pondered 
several  little  ruses,  in  case  some  inconsiderate 
person  should  consult  him  about  the  time. 
However,  nothing  of  the  sort  happened, 
though  he  kept  a  suspicious  eye  upon  his 
solitary  fellow-traveller,  an  old  lady  with  a 
basket ;  and  when  the  train  reached  Stilbury, 
he  made  her  a  hasty  bow  and  vanished. 

A  closed  fly  met  him  at  the  station  and 
conveyed  him  to  the  Hut,  where  he  dined 
with  Leonard  Sterne.  Mrs.  Sterne  did  not 
put  in  an  appearance  until  afterwards.  Wlien 
she  entered  the  room,  her  husband  introduced 
her  to  their  visitor  and  left  them  together  ; 
and  when  he  returned,  she  went  away.  A 
curious    Box-and-Cox    sort    of    arrangement 
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that  set  M.  Dubarri  wondering.  He  con- 
cluded— hastily,  as  usual — that  Sterne  and 
his  wife  were  not  on  very  good  terms. 

Sterne's  plan  was  based  upon  his  intimate 
acquaintance  with  the  daily  routine  at  the 
Rectory.  The  Doctor,  he  knew,  would  be  in 
his  study  after  dinner,  and  the  windows 
would  be  open.  Hence  he  was  to  enter  the 
room,  while  M.  Dubarri  was  to  take  his  stand 
at-^the  window  looking  out  upon  the  lawn- 
tennis  ground,  whence  he  could  get  a  good 
view  of  the  Doctor.  If  M.  Dubarri's  story 
should  turn  out  to  have  been  correct,  he  was 
to  walk  back  to  the  Hut ;  but  if  there  had 
been  some  mistake,  he  was  to  say  so,  loud 
enouo-h  to  be  heard  bv  those  in  the  room. 
He  would  then  be  called  inside,  and  the 
cobwebs  of  tliat  venomous  spider,  scandal, 
brushed  away  once  and  for  all. 

This  plan  was,  as  we  have  seen,  slightly 
modified  by  an  unforeseen  circumstance — the 
presence  of  Mr.  Valentine  Graunt. 

As  soon  as  M.  Dubarri,  peering  through 
the  window,  saw  the  two  men  at  the  writiug- 
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table  and  the  servants  in  the  background,  he 
was  impressed  by  the  gravity  of  the  situation 
and  broke  out  into  the  exclamations  we  have 
already  heard.  Sterne,  who  was  in  the  hall 
at  the  time,  was  almost  overpowered  with 
delight,  for  he  felt  that  his  confidence  had 
been  justified  and  his  friend's  troubles  were 
coming  to  an  end. 

The  manner  of  his  arrival,  scornful  yet 
excited,  created  almost  as  much  sensation  as 
that  startling  voice  at  the  window  had  done. 
Ai'ter  sending  Higgins  and  Martha  back  to 
the  kitchen,  he  beckoned  to  M.  Dubarri,  who 
speedily  joined  him. 

The  four  were  standing  round  the  table, 
for  no  one  felt  capable  of  sitting.  The 
Doctor,  in  his  usual  place,  was  leaning 
slightly  forward,  with  his  hands  resting  upon 
the  document  he  had  just  signed,  and  his 
expression  a  strange  mixture  of  trouble,  per- 
plexity, fear,  and  an  eager  hope  which  he 
dared  not  encourage.  Upon  his  right  was 
Leonard  Sterne,  smiling  for  very  happiness 
at    his    vis-a-vis,    M.  Dubarri,    whose  little 
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screwed-up  eyes  were  twinkling  mischiev- 
ously, his  attitude  not  unlike  that  of  a  pro- 
fessional conjuror.  The  Doctor  was  faced  by 
Mr.  Yalentine  Gaunt,  scowling  at  first;  but 
afterwards  trying  to  look  supercilious  across 
his  folded  arms.  The  lamp  in  the  centre  cast 
its  mellow  light  upon  all,  so  there  was  no 
shadow  to  hide  any  play  of  features. 

For  a  few  moments,  swift  searching  glances 
were  exchanged  in  silence.  Each  seemed 
anxious  to  learn  as  much  as  possible  about 
the  others  before  commencing  the  fight.  At 
length  Mr.  Valentine  Gaunt  threw  down  the 
gauntlet  with  a  sneer. 

"  Is  Mr.  Sterne  in  the  habit  of  bursting 
into  other  people's  houses  in  this  way  ?  "  he 
asked.  "  It  is  after  dinner,  I  know  ;  but  that 
is  scarcely  a  sufficient  reason  for  interrupting 
important  private  business." 

"  Ah-ha !  "  said  M.  Dubarri,  tapping  him 
on  the  shoulder.  "  Your  traps  are  very 
clever.  They  have  caught  that  sly  old  fox, 
Mr.  Valentine  Gaunt." 

"  You  are  insolent,  sir." 
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"  It  is  merely  my  little  joke."  He  laid  his 
forefinger  on  the  tip  of  his  nose  and  smiled. 
^'  You  corrupt  my  man  Jacques  to  spy  upon 
me.  I  discharge  him  and  come  to  visit  you. 
I  hope  I  see  you  well." 

"  What  is  the  meaning  of  it  all,  Mr. 
Sterne  ? "  demanded  the  Doctor. 

"  For  some  reason  known  only  to  yourself, 
you  have  allowed  a  stain  to  rest  upon  your 
character.  It  has  no  business  to  be  there.  I 
have  brought  this  gentleman  to  prove  it." 

"  Look  here,  sir  !  "  exclaimed  M.  Dubarri, 
taking  the  Doctor  confidentially  by  the  arm. 
*'  He  accuses  you  of  running  away  with  my 
fiancee. 

The  Doctor  started,  glanced  in  amazement 
at  Mr.  Valentine  Gaunt,  and  then  a  remark- 
able change  came  over  him.  A  heavy  load 
seemed  to  have  fallen  from  his  shoulders. 
He  stood  erect,  firm,  defiant — altogether  a 
different  man. 

"He  is  in  error,  this  crafty  fellow,"  con- 
tinued M.  Dubarri.  "  I  shall  swear  it." 
Stepping  back,  he  looked  the  Doctor  critically 
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up  and  down,  then  walked  a  little  to  one  side 
and  surveyed  him  again,  and  finally  returned 
to  his  old  position  to  say  :  *'  I  do  swear  it. 
This  gentleman  here  is  something  like  the 
reverend  diable,  but  that  is  all.  Mr.  Yalen- 
tine  Gaunt,  you  have  been  too  quick,  my 
friend ;  you  must  draw  in  your  horns." 

"  What  is  your  name,  sir  ? "  asked  the 
Doctor. 

[i  Dubarri  or  Dubois,  which  you  will." 

A  bitter  smile  crossed  the  Doctor's  face. 
These  words  seemed  to  explain  something 
that  had  hitherto  puzzled  him.  When  he 
spoke  next,  it  was  with  the  decision  that  used 
to  be  habitual  with  him. 

"  So  you  accuse  me,"  he  said  to  the  heavy- 
browed  man  opposite,  "  of  having  eloped 
with  M.  Dubarri'sj^«?z{?^'^  /  " 

"  You  yourself  admitted  the  fact,"  replied 
Mr.  Valentine  Gaunt,  staring  in  bewilder- 
ment. 

"  A  more  wicked  falsehood  never  was 
uttered,"  cried  the  Doctor,  with  a  triumphant 
sparkle  in  his  eyes,  as   he   brought   his  fist 
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down  upon  the  table  ;  "  and,  by  Jupiter,  I'll 
prosecute  you  as  sure  as  I'm  the  Rector  of 
this  parish.  I  dismiss  you  on  the  spot.  A 
month's  salary  instead  of  notice,  and  off  you 
go — out  of  my  sight.  Let  me  never  set  eyes 
on  you  again." 

Here  was  a  surprising  change  in  the 
position.  Even  Sterne,  who  had  been  in- 
strumental in  bringing  it  about,  could  scarcely 
credit  his  senses.  The  blow  struck  Mr. 
Yalentine  Gaunt  with  the  force  of  a  sledge- 
hammer. When  he  had  partly  recovered 
himself,  he  produced  a  paper  from  his  pocket 
and  handed  it  to  M.  Dubarri. 

"  Who  is  that  ?  "  he  asked. 

"  The  Eev.  C.  C.  Copingstone — something 
like  the  gentleman  here." 

"  That  is  the  man,"  triumphantly  cried  Mr. 
Yalentine  Gaunt,  pointing  to  the  Doctor. 

The  sketch  was  handed  to  the  Doctor. 
Seeing  Plantagenet's  initials  in  the  corner,  he 
frankly  admitted  that  it  must  have  been 
intended  as  a  representation  of  himself.  M. 
Dubarri  then  examined  it  more  carefully,  by 
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the  aid  of  his  pince-nez ;  and  eventually 
came  to  the  conclusion  that  he  had  made  a 
mistake. 

"  And  you  are  the  Kev.  C.  C.  Coping- 
stone  ?  "  he  asked. 

"  I  am,"  replied  the  Doctor. 

"  It  is  strange."  After  polishing  the 
wrinkles  in  his  forehead,  he  began  to  fumble 
in  his  pockets,  and  presently  brought  out  a 
slip  of  paper.     '*  Is  that  like  your  signature  ?  " 

"  G-reatly."  And,  with  a  spiteful  look  at 
his  enemy,  he  ripped  the  deed  into  two  pieces 
and  gave  it  to  M.  Dubarri  for  comparison. 

The  two  signatures  were  almost  exactly 
alike.  Satisfied  of  this  fact,  M.  Dubarri  could 
only  blink  first  at  the  Doctor  and  then  at 
Sterne,  who  was  quite  content  to  let  the  other 
three  work  out  the  conclusion  in  their  own 
way. 

Meanwhile  Mr.  Valentine  Gaunt  was  try- 
ing to  introduce  some  method  into  the 
general  confusion.  He  had  turned  the  Doctor 
into  a  mere  puppet,  performing  to  his  music 
and    obedient   to    his   will;    but,    strangely 
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enough,  it  now  appeared  that  he  had  all  the 
time  been  pulling  the  wrong  wire,  though  it 
liad  acted  without  a  single  hitch  until  the 
discovery  of  the  mistake.  It  was  really  a 
most  singular  thing — a  very  alarming  thing, 
unless  he  could  get  hold  of  the  right  wire,  for 
it  was  clear  that  one  did  exist. 

"  Is  it  because  of  his  innocence,"  he  asked, 
in  the  hope  of  driving  the  Doctor  to  commit 
himself,  "  that  Dr.  Copingstone  hides  himself 
in  a  secluded  village,  and  dreads  the  publicity 
of  advertisements,  of  the  '  Clerical  Directory,' 
and  even  of  sketches  and  photographs  ?  " 

The  Doctor  smiled  contemptuously.  "There 
is  no  need,"  he  said,  "  to  notice  the  insinua- 
tions of  a  man  who  came  to  me  under  false 
pretences — with  lying  testimonials." 

"  I  admit  it,"  said  Mr.  Yalentine  Gaunt, 
after  a  brief  hesitation.  "  And,  pray,  whose 
were  the  lies  ?  Not  mine,  but  this  gentle- 
man's " — fluttering  his  hand  at  the  mystified 
little  Frenchman — "this  gentleman's,  if  you 
please,  upon  whose  word  you  place  such 
implicit  reliance." 
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"  Would  I  lie  against  my  own  interests  ?  " 
demanded  M.  Dubarri,  with  an  angry  gesture. 
*^  Sapristi,  no.  I  am  frank,  you  see.  "What 
does  he  mean  by  saying  I  lied  in  any  testis 
monials  ?  I  know  nothing  about  them,  I  do 
assure  you.  But  if  this  gentleman  had 
really  run  away  with  mj  Jiancee,  I  would  be 
to  him  a  gadfly." 

"  Whose  stings  could  only  be  cured  with 
golden  ointment,"  sneered  Mr.  Valentine 
Gaunt.  And  now,  perhaps  for  the  first  time 
in  his  life,  he  flung  caution  to  the  winds. 
Only  a  bold  manoeuvre  could  save  him.  If 
he  could  prove  the  Doctor's  guilt,  or  at  least 
render  it  probable,  he  would  detach  Sterne 
from  his  alliance  and  get  rid  of  him  for  ever. 
In  order  to  achieve  this  double  victory,  it  was 
necessary  to  state  frankly  what  had  happened ; 
and  the  worse  he  made  himself  out  to  be,  the 
more  likely  he  was  to  succeed.  As  regards 
a  prosecution,  he  had  nothing  to  fear;  the 
Doctor's  objection  to  that  kind  of  publicity 
would  hold  him  free  there.  So,  turning  to  the 
clergyman  on  his  left,  he  spoke  as  follows  : — 
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*' Though  I  know  that  you  hate  me,  Mr. 
Sterne,  I  beheve  you  to  be  a  thoroughly  just 
and  conscientious  man.  I  feel  sure,  then, 
you  will  hear  me  without  prejudice,  and  if 
you  consider  my  case  proved,  you  won't 
hesitate  to  say  so.  First  of  all,  I  am  con- 
vinced that  M.  Dubarri's  object  in  contra- 
dicting his  previous  statements  is  to  obtain 
money.  That  he  is  not  averse  from  bribery, 
you  will  see,  when  I  tell  you  that  he  has 
been  in  the  habit  of  selling  me  advance-sheets 
of  the  French  papers  set  by  the  Civil  Service 
Examiners.  This  statement  will  doubtless 
put  me  in  a  bad  light ;  but  remember,  if  my 
character  is  black,  it  doesn't  prove  M. 
Dubarri's  or  Dr.  Copingstone's  to  be  white. 
Moreover,  while  I  have  shown  you  that  M. 
Dubarri's  word  is  not  to  be  relied  upon,  I 
don't  ask  you  to  believe  mine  until  you  have 
verified  it. 

"  When  I  first  arrived  here,  my  sole  intro- 
duction consisted  of  a  couple  of  testimonials, 
one  signed  by  F.  Dubarri,  and  the  other  by 
F.  Dubois.    Both  these  individuals  are  united 


126  THE   OLD   ADAM. 

in  this  person  here.  The  signatures  were 
genuine ;  the  testimonials  were  written 
by  myself.  Dr.  Copingstone  read  the  first 
without  comment,  but  as  soon  as  he  saw  the 
second,  his  face  changed  colour  and  he  began 
to  tremble.  Astonished  as  I  was  at  his 
extraordinary  agitation,  I  resolved,  if  possible, 
to  profit  by  it.  So  I  said,  watching  closely  the 
effect  of  each  shot,  that  M.  Dubarri  was  one 
of  my  greatest  friends  ;  that  I  was  thoroughly 
acquainted  with  his  history ;  that  he  had 
strongly  advised  me  to  come  to  Puddleton  ; 
and  finally,  when  I  felt  it  safe  to  proceed, 
that  he  had  assured  me  of  the  appointment 
if  only  I  mentioned  his  name.  I  declare  to 
you,  Mr.  Sterne,  there  was  not  a  single  word  of 
truth  in  those  statements.  The  testimonial 
having  been  written  by  myself,  I  saw  that 
the  name  alone  had  done  it  all,  and  acted 
accordingly.  None  but  a  fool  neglects  his 
opportunity,  and  I  had  waited  for  mine  long 
enough.  However,  the  fact  that  my  asser- 
tions were  false  only  strengthens  the  case 
against  the  Doctor,  for  I  am  thus  cleared  of 
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any  possible  charge  of  conspiracy  with  M. 
Dubarri,  of  whose  secret  I  was  then  wholly 
ignorant." 

The  Doctor's  face  was  a  curious  study.  At 
one  time  flushed  with  triumph,  at  another 
angry,  at  another  scornful,  he  had  gradually 
assumed  a  look  of  intense  interest  which 
bordered  closely  upon  admiration  for  this 
man,  who,  in  the  desperate  hope  of  retrieving 
a  lost  game,  did  not  shrink  from  blackening 
his  own  character  in  the  presence  of  such  a 
moral  martinet  as  Leonard  Sterne.  It  was 
a  grand  coup,  in  the  doctor's  eyes ;  and  he 
could  thoroughly  appreciate  it  from  the  secure 
niche  in  which  he  suddenly  found  himself. 
Even  the  fact  that  he  had  been  duped  by  his 
own  suspiciousness  was  powerless  to  hurt 
him  now  that  he  had  defeated  his  foe.  He 
could  afford  to  be  generous — to  admire  one 
who  had  been  so  adroit  in  taking  advantage 
of  his  mistake.  While  others  were  speaking, 
the  Doctor  was  usually  most  impatient  and 
restless,  but  he  appeared  absorbed  in  the 
words  that  Mr.  Yalentine  Gaunt  was  uttering 
in  his  harsh  tones  and  tedious  manner. 
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Yery  different  was  M.  Dubarri's  attitude. 
While  he  flared  up  at  any  slighting  allusion 
to  himself^  his  expression  at  all  other  times 
was  a  mixture  of  wonderment  and  contempt. 
Wonderment  that  a  man  could  be  such  a  fool 
as  to  disparage  himself;  contempt  for  the 
fool. 

Sterne  also  wondered.  But  while  his  eyes 
were  drawn  towards  the  speaker  by  an 
irresistible  fascination,  his  features  were 
wrought  into  an  expression  of  unutterable 
disgust,  and  he  shrank  away  as  if  from  con- 
tamination. He  had  the  appearance  of  a 
man  looking  and  listening  against  his  own 
will. 

It  was  a  strange  scene  in  the  luxuriously 
furnished  study,  with  the  lamplight  falling 
softly  upon  the  tiled  grate,  the  carved  oak 
chairs,  the  red  morocco  upholstery,  the  hand- 
some ornaments,  and  the  paintings  which 
covered  the  walls,  except  the  one  behind  Mr. 
Yalentine  Gaunt,  where  the  glass-covered 
bookcase  stood.  The  four  around  the  writing- 
table  might  have  been  gamblers,  so  absorbed 
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were  tliey  in  the  business  of  the  moment.  If 
any  of  them  stirred,  his  footfall  was  inaudible 
upon  the  mossy  carpet.  The  breeze  rustling 
through  the  curtains  of  the  windows  was  the 
only  sound,  except  the  rasping  voice  of  Mr. 
Valentine  Gaunt. 

"  As  a  reasoning  being,"  he  proceeded,  "  I 
ascribed  certain  results  to  certain  causes,  and 
thence  I  arrived  at  other  results  which  are 
quite  beyond  question.  Consequently,  they 
prove  my  fundamental  assumption  to  have 
been  correct.  And  it  was  simply  this  :  that 
Dr.  Copingstone  had  committed  some  dis- 
graceful act,  known  to  M.  Dubarri.  No  other 
conclusion  was  possible  under  the  circum- 
stances I  have  described.  Moreover,  it  was 
justified  by  subsequent  events,  for  it  put  into 
my  hands  a  weapon  that,  as  you  know,  Mr. 
Sterne,  I  have  used  with  tolerable  success. 
The  Doctor  engaged  me  with  precipitation 
and,  I  may  add,  fright ;  he  evidently  wished 
to  purchase  the  friendship  of  one  who  might 
become  a  dangerous  enemy  ;  and  I  started 
upon  work  which  was  quite  new  to  me.    This 

YOL.  III.  K 
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I  frankly  admit  now,  for  two  reasons  :  firstly, 
because  my  stay  here  will  depend  upon 
whether  or  not  I  substantiate  my  charge  ; 
and,  secondly,  because  I  should  not  be  so 
foolish  as  to  assert  what  M.  Dubarri  could 
disprove.  My  past  life  concerns  myself  alone, 
but  I  may  say  that  shortly  before  I  came 
here  I  was  an  actor.  This  will  account  for 
my  acquaintance  with  M.  Dubarri,  who  has 
long  hung  on  the  outskirts  of  the  stage  and 
of- pretty  nearly  everything  else.  However, 
during  my  stay  in  Puddleton,  I  have  worked 
hard  and,  I  flatter  myself,  not  unsuccessfully. 
If  I  must  leave  here,  I  don't  think  I  shall  go 

alone.     Many  of  the  pupils But  that  is 

beside  the  matter. 

''  As  my  future  depended  upon  the  Doctor, 
to  strengthen  my  hold  over  him  became  my 
duty  to  myself,  which,  I  believe,  takes  pre- 
cedence of  duty  towards  my  neighbour.  Thus 
I  was  very  anxious  to  get  a  peep  at  the 
skeleton  in  the  Rectory  cupboard.  Though 
aware  of  its  existence,  I  had  no  certain  know- 
ledge of  its  nature ;   and  I  felt  that  the  dis- 
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covery  of  my  ignorance  wonld  be  followed 
by  my  overthrow.  As  you  see,  the  result 
has  proved  my  fears  to  have  been  well 
founded,  I  kept  my  eyes  open  in  Puddleton, 
but  it  was  in  London  that  I  expected  to  gain 
definite  information.  M.  Dubarri  is  a  child 
compared  with  the  Doctor  ;  it  is  the  easiest 
thing  in  the  world  to  get  him  to  talk." 

M.  Dubarri  blinked  indignantly  at  this 
base  accusation,  and  was  about  to  protest. 
But  Mr.  Valentine  Gaunt  loftily  waved  him 
back  and  resumed. 

"  However,  I  confess  that  I  experienced 
some  difficulty  with  him  in  this  instance.  It 
was  the  accidental  discovery  of  the  signature 
he  has  just  showed  you  that  first  helped  me. 
He  then  told  me  the  writer  had  done  him  a 
grievous  injury  ;  what  it  was,  he  resolutely 
declined  to  say.  Of  course,  his  reticence  was 
due  to  the  fact  that  he  wished  to  use  his 
secret  as  a  means  to  extort  money;  and  when 
he  parted  with  it,  it  would  become  com- 
paratively valueless." 

"  I  deny  that,"  shouted  M.  Dubarri,  with  a 
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fierce  dart  of  the  hand.  "  You  defame  me, 
you  rascal,  you.  It  is  you  who  would  do 
that,  and  not  me.  Gentlemen,  he  speaks 
falsely,  I  do  assure  you.  Would  I  do  such 
a  thing  ? "  He  drew  himself  erect,  and 
by  modestly  depressing  his  eyes  drew  their 
attention  to  the  Ribbon  of  the  Legion  of 
Honour  in  his  button-hole. 

"  The  point  is  not  worth  disputing,  Mr. 
Sterne,"  croaked  Mr.  Valentine  Gaunt,  to  the 
injtense  indignation  of  M.  Dubarri  and  the 
amusement  of  the  Doctor.  "  It  is  merely  my 
theory,  so  you  may  take  it  for  what  it  is 
worth.  Let  us  return  to  facts.  Seeing  that 
M.  Dubarri  could  not  be  induced  by  gentle 
means  to  part  with  his  secret,  I  determined 
to  try  intimidation.  To  do  this,  I  was  most 
advantageously  situated.  I  have  already 
alluded  to  his  simple  method  of  adding  to 
his  income  by  selling  advance-sheets  of  the 
French  papers.  Well,  I  insinuated  that  the 
Civil  Service  Commissioners  might  not  regard 
his  conduct  with  approbation ;  that  it  be- 
hoved me,  as  a  good  citizen,  not  to  keep  the 
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knowledge  to  myself;  but  that  if  I  was  pos- 
sessed of  the  information  that  he  guarded 
with  such  jealous  care,  I  might  be  able  to 
look  at  my  duty  towards  the  community 
from  a  different  standpoint.  He  was  con- 
siderably frightened.  At  length  he  re- 
quested time  to  think  the  matter  over,  and 
to  this  I  was  incautious  enough  to  agree. 
After  my  departure  he  hastily  changed  his 
address,  and  on  my  next  visit  to  London  I 
arrived  at  an  empty  house.  However,  I  had 
little  difficulty  in  finding  him  again.  As  a 
matter  of  fact,  it  was  an  intimation  that  he 
intended  leaving  me  in  the  lurch  that  took 
me  to  town." 

"That  rascal  Jacques,"  groaned  M.  Du- 
barri. 

"  Exactly,"  said  Mr.  Valentine  Gaunt,  with 
a  self-satisfied  smile.  "  I  had  discovered — no 
matter  how — that  he  paid  this  man  to  spy 
upon  my  movements,  and,  having  a  natural 
dislike  to  being  out-manoeuvred,  I  had  turned 
the  tables  upon  the  cunning  trickster.  In 
short,  I  had  taken  Jacques  into  my  service. 
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Curiously  enough,  he  had  been  employed  to 
hunt  for  Dr.  Copingstone,  and  had  actually 
met  him  once  face  to  face ;  but,  knowing 
only  the  name  and  not  the  appearance  of  the 
man  he  had  to  seek,  didn't  recognize  him.  It 
was  only  a  short  time  ago  that  I  ascertained 
this.  Since  then,  for  fear  of  accidents,  I  have 
taken  care  that  he  should  not  again  set  foot 
in  the  village.  Though  it  is  sometimes  neces- 
sary to  employ  tools,  experience  has  taught 
me  never  to  trust  them.  It  is  my  method  " — 
alluding  to  the  Whittle  incident,  he  glanced 
significantly  at  the  Doctor — "  to  use  them 
only  when  they  can  work  in  the  dark. 

"  It  was  Jacques  who  discovered  M.  Du- 
barri's  hiding-place.  The  cunning  old  fellow 
had  secreted  himself  in  one  of  the  most 
crowded  thoroughfares  in  London.  Of  course, 
I  lost  no  time  in  calling  upon  him ;  and  his 
face,  when  he  saw  me,  was  the  most  comical 
sight  in  the  world.  If  I  had  doubted  my 
power  over  him,  I  could  have  done  so  no 
longer ;  and  in  a  very  short  time  I  had  torn 
from  him  his  precious  secret.     It  was  this  : 
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that  the  Rev.  Claude  Cyprian  Copingstone, 
now  Doctor  of  Divinity  and  Rector  of 
Puddleton,  had  eloped  with  his  fiancee,  Miss 
Lucy  Merle  by  name.  At  last,  my  case 
against  the  Doctor  was  complete.  I  was 
possessed  of  a  weapon  that  would  make  me 
irresistible.  I  don't  think  I  can  be  accused 
of  ever  having  wasted  the  good  things  of 
fortune — certainly  not  in  this  case.  By  its 
means  I  have  this  evening  obtained  the 
Doctor's  signature  to  the  document  which  he 
has  just  torn  up.  It  is  nothing  more  or  less 
than  a  deed  of  partnership. 

"  Now,  I  speak  solemnly,  and  in  the 
presence  of  those  who  can  contradict  me  if  I 
have  erred.  And  I  ask  you,  Mr.  Sterne,  are 
my  statements  compatible  with  the  Doctor's 
innocence  ?  Do  they  not  fully  prove  my 
charge  ?  " 

When  he  finished,  the  mask  of  indifference 
was  completely  laid  aside ;  he  looked  at 
Sterne  with  unmistakable  anxiety.  So  did 
the  Doctor.  M.  Dubarri  was  curious,  but  less 
interested.     Indeed,  the  silence  was  so  wel- 
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come  that  lie  relieved  liis  feelings  with  a  deep 
sigh. 

"  You  have  confessed  yourself  to  be  such 
an  atrocious  scoundrel,"  said  Sterne,  looking 
full  at  Mr.  Valentine  Gaunt,  who  glared  back 
like  an  angry  panther,  "  that  I  refuse  even  to 
consider  your  statements.  Nor  is  it  necessary 
for  me  to  do  so.  Dr.  Copingstone  is  my 
friend." 

The  Doctor's  eyes  were  suddenly  dimmed. 
A  quiver  ran  through  his  whole  frame.  He 
stretched  out  his  hand  and  grasped  Sterne's. 
His  lips  moved,  but  not  a  sound  came  from 
them. 

"  And  I,  sir,"  said  M.  Dubarri,  with  a  view 
to  the  possible  loaves  and  fishes,  for  which 
starvation  had  sharpened  his  appetite,  "am 
come  from  London  to  sustain  you.  You  are 
ianocent.  Have  I  not  sworn  it  ?  Shall  I 
swear  again  ?  You  are  an  honest  man,  I  am 
sure.  As- for  this  rascal — prenez  garde ! "  And 
he  threw  himself  into  an  attitude  of  defence. 

But  Mr.  Yalentine  Gaunt,  who  certainly 
did    look    desperate    enough    for   anything, 
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strode  past  him  to  the  double  painting,  "  The 
Old  Adam,"  hanging  on  the  wall  behind. 
He  began  to  turn  it  round.  But  before  he 
had  succeeded  in  doing  so,  the  cord  slipped 
off  the  nail  and  the  picture  tumbled  into 
NelHe's  basket-chair,  which  was  standing  at 
the  corner  of  the  bow-window. 

Fortunately  no  harm  was  done.  The 
portrait  that  usually  faced  the  wall,  was  now 
exposed  to  view,  the  lamplight  falling  full 
upon  it.  It  could  not  have  been  better 
placed  for  all  four. 

Mr.  Valentine  Gaunt,  however,  was  not 
looking  at  it.  A  sudden  change  had  come 
over  him.  His  eyes  had  a  glassy  stare.  If 
he  had  been  a  figure  cast  in  bronze,  he  could 
not  have  been  more  motionless. 

His  strange  attitude  was  completely  lost 
upon  M.  Dubarri,  whose  attention  was 
riveted  upon  the  portrait.  He  hooked  his 
pince-nez  upon  his  little  snub  nose  and 
stooped  to  examine  it.  The  next  moment 
he  spun  round  like  a  top  and  fiercely  con- 
fronted the  Doctor. 
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"  Then  you  are  the  reverend  diahle,''  he 
cried,  forgetting  his  promise  to  Sterne  in  his 
excitement.  "  How  came  you  by  that  ? 
That  is  him,  I  am  sure.  Have  you  changed 
yourself  so  that  I  may  not  know  you  ?  " 

"  Many  years  ago,"  replied  the  Doctor,  after 
a  pause,  "  I  bought  that  picture  at  an  auction. 
It  is  very  like  me,  is  it  not  ?  " 

M.  Dubarri  looked  incredulous.  Mr.  Valen- 
tine Gaunt  was  still  in  the  same  attitude, 
apparently  unconscious  of  what  was  going  on 
around  him. 

"  Dr.  Oopingstone,"  said  Sterne  sadly,  pre- 
pared to  sacrifice  his  friend  sooner  than  the 
truth,  "  you  led  me  to  suppose  that  it  was  a 
portrait  of  yourself" 

"  Did  I,  Sterne  ! "  said  the  Doctor  wearily. 

''  Ah  ! "  cried  M.  Dubarri.  "  Then  you  did 
run  away  with  vaj fiancee,'' 

"Fran9ois,  tu  as  raison,"  said  a  woman's 
voice,  which  fixed  everybody  as  he  stood. 

The  colour  fled  from  Leonard  Sterne's 
face,  and  he  leaned  heavily  on  the  table. 


(     139     ) 


CHAPTER  YII. 

CONFUSION. 

The  Doctor  had  not  tlie  faintest  notion  of  the 
meaning  of  the  words  that  had  come  through 
the  open  window.  If  they  had  been  Chinese, 
they  would  have  been  just  as  intelligible  to 
him.  After  looking  in^erplexity  at  each  of 
his  companions  in  turn  and  getting  no 
response,  he  supposed  them  to  have  proceeded 
from  a  beggar,  as  on  a  previous  occasion  ;  and 
indeed  on  many  others,  Puddleton  being  a 
sort  of  junction  for  innumerable  workhouses. 
This  conclusion  was  scarcely  arrived  at  before 
it  was  acted  upon.  Getting  ready  his  whole 
stock  of  French,  he  advanced  to  the  curtains 
and  hurled  it  at  the  speaker's  head. 

"  Yenez  !  "  he  thundered.      "  Yenez  tout- 
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de-suite  ! "  With  which,  he  slammed  down 
the  window  and  returned  to  his  place, 
nodding  to  M.  Dubarri  as  much  as  to  say  : 
"You  see  what  an  able  French  scholar  I  am!" 

The  words  aroused  Mr.  Valentine  Gaunt 
from  his  singular  trance.  He  bent  upon 
Sterne  a  look  of  diabolical  hatred ;  then 
turned  to  the  Doctor  and  said  hastily — 

''  If  you're  going  to  fill  the  room  with 
strano;ers,  I'm  off.  The  matter  must  be 
threshed  out  in  private." 

"  No  one  will  intrude  here,"  said  the 
Doctor  haughtily. 

"  Indeed  !  You  told  that  woman  to  come 
in,  and  she  is  coming."  And  he  moved 
towards  the  door. 

"  Stop  a  bit,"  said  the  Doctor,  surprised  at 
this  statement,  yet  quick  to  perceive  the 
other's  agitation.  "  Let's  see  the  end  of 
this." 

Sterne,  still  very  white,  had  already  placed 
himself  before  the  door. 

"  Is  Mr.  Gaunt  afraid  of  facing  this 
woman  ?  "  he  asked. 
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^'  I  fear  Mr.  Sterne's  Columbine  as  little  as 
the  wooden  sword  of  his  Pantaloon." 

"  Theatrical  metaphors,"  said  Sterne,  talk- 
ing against  time,  "  are  not  in  my  line.  Be 
good  enough  to  explain." 

"  Let  me  pass,  sir." 

''  I  dare  you  to  stay." 

"  Be  it  so,"  said  Mr.  Valentine  Gaunt, 
accepting  the  inevitable  with  an  assumption 
of  carelessness,  for  a  footstep  had  already 
sounded  in  the  hall. 

He  returned  to  his  place,  folded  his  arms, 
and  glared  round  defiantly. 

All  this  time  M.  Dubarri  had  been  doing 
nothing  but  blink.  So  many  expressions 
were  chasing  one  another  across  his  comical 
face  that  he  resembled  a  man  dreaming  of  a 
rapid  succession  of  bewildering  scenes.  But 
his  instinctive  politeness  coming  to  the 
rescue,  he  hurried  to  the  door  and  opened  it : 
not  a  moment  too  soon,  for  he  surprised  the 
new-comer  in  the  act  of  turning  the  handle. 

She  was  a  plump,  handsome  woman,  with 
very  pale  blue  eyes   and   very  light   flaxen 
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hair.  Her  age  might  have  been  anything 
from  forty  to  sixty ;  it  might  be  stated  with 
more  accuracy  had  she  been  taken  unawares 
in  the  early  morning.  Though  she  looked 
both  delighted  and  astonished,  her  face  hinted 
at  the  possession  of  a  temper.  She  had  laid 
her  cloak  upon  the  hall-table,  and  was  dressed 
in  black  silk,  with  a  large  display  of  jewelry. 

M.  Dubarri  bowed,  and  then  his  eyes 
sought  hers. 

'I  Lucy  Merle  !  "  he  exclaimed. 

''  No,  Fran9ois,"  she  replied,  giving  him 
her  hand.     "  Madame  Farnienti." 

"It  is  strange,"  he  said,  peering  at  her. 

Without  another  word,  he  led  her  to  the 
basket-chair  in  the  bow-window.  Amid  a 
profound  silence,  he  removed  the  fallen 
picture  and  placed  it  on  the  floor.  When 
she  sat  down,  he  bowed  again,  and  stationed 
himself  by  her  side,  to  wait  for  the  explana- 
tion, which  evidently  concerned  the  others  as 
well  as  himself. 

In  order  to  account  for  Madame  Farnienti's 
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appearance  upon  the  scene,  it  will  be  neces- 
sary to  take  a  brief  glance  at  several  in- 
cidents that  occurred  during  the  vacation. 

Yampiretti  and  Sir  Kestrel  Hawk  had 
come  to  loggerheads.  The  usurer  clamoured 
for  his  money,  but  neither  smooth  words  nor 
threats  availed  him,  for  the  baronet  held 
stoutly  to  his  intention  of  not  paying  a 
penny.  There  seemed  every  chance  of  an 
interesting  lawsuit,  when  Yampiretti  sud- 
denly showed  the  white  feather — ''  without 
prejudice,"  of  course.  He  expressed  his  wil- 
lingness to  accept  ten  shillings  in  the  pound, 
which  he  could  very  well  do,  inasmuch  as  he 
had  charged  interest  at  the  rate  of  four  hun- 
dred per  cent.  He  also  requested  the  Doctor 
to  exert  his  influence  with  Sir  Kestrel,  on  the 
ground  that  an  exposure  of  the  pupils'  ex- 
travagances would  infallibly  damage  Puddle- 
ton.  They  were  all  interested,  he  said,  in 
hushing  the  matter  up. 

This  impudent  letter  was  handed  to  Sterne 
to  answer.  He  said  merely  that  the  Doctor 
declined  to  interfere.     Eegarding  this  as  con- 
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elusive,  lie  was  surprised  on  the  evening  of 
his  return  from  London  to  receive  a  still 
more  urgent  letter  addressed  to  himself.  It 
concluded  with  a  remarkable  paragraph,  ask- 
ing him  if  he  was  the  clergyman  who  had 
called  at  Madame  Farnienti's  to  inquire  after 
a  Mr.  Valentine  Gaunt.  A  chance  word 
uttered  by  an  unknown  customer — Arnold — 
had  led  her  to  think  it  might  be  so ;  in  which 
case  it  might  benefit  both  if  he  were  to  write 
to  her. 

This  looked  very  like  an  attempt  at 
bribery ;  and  as  such  Sterne  laid  it  aside. 
At  the  same  time  he  saw  no  reason  why  he 
should  not  profit  by  it  on  other  grounds,  and 
the  ''mutual  benefit"  clause  gave  him  the 
necessary  foothold.  Accordingly,  when  he 
went  to  London  next  day  to  see  Arnold,  he 
first  of  all  called  upon  Madame  Farnienti. 

Yampiretti,  it  appeared,  was  in  reality  a 
financial  agent.  It  was  not  his  own  money 
that  he  lent,  for  he  had  but  little.  He  merely 
acted  as  a  medium  between  borrower  and 
lender,  guaranteeing  the  loan  and  pocketing 
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a  huge  commission  for  doing  so.  To  those 
who  supplied  the  funds  he  usually  returned 
somewhere  about  twenty-five  per  cent. ;  from 
the  borrowers  he  seldom  exacted  less  than 
two  hundred  per  cent.,  thus  insuring  himself 
pretty  handsomely  against  possible  losses. 
In  certain  exceptional  cases,  however,  he 
entered  into  a  sort  of  temporary  partnership 
with  the  lender,  who  then  undertook  part  of 
the  risk,  and  was,  when  necessary,  consulted 
about  the  details.  Sparrow  Hawk's  was  a 
case  in  point,  Madame  Farnienti  having  been 
the  actual  lender.  Hence  she  had  read 
Sterne's  letter  and  dictated  the  concluding 
paragrapli  in  the  reply. 

He  had  two  interviews  with  her,  one  before 
and  the  other  after  his  visit  to  Arnold. 

In  consequence  she  travelled  to  Stilbury 
by  the  train  preceding  that  which  carried 
M.  Dubarri.  When  he  arrived  at  the  Hut 
she  had  been  there  for  more  than  an  hour. 
In  order  to  prevent  the  possibility  of  collu- 
sion, they  were  neither  allowed  to  meet  nor 
informed  of  one  another's  presence  ;  and  after 

VOL.  in.  L 
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he  had  been  taken  to  one  of  the  study 
windows,  she  was  escorted  by  a  servant  to 
the  other,  which  faced  the  front,  and  so  was 
out  of  sight  of  the  lawn-tennis  ground. 

It  will  be  seen,  then,  that  Leonard  Sterne 
had  turned  his  theatre-going  to  some  account. 
But  if  his  arrangements  promised  well  for 
dramatic  effect,  he  had  proved  a  very  inefS- 
cient  stage-manager,  not  a  single  scene 
having  been  acted  as  it  was  rehearsed.  The 
unexpected,  as  often  happens  upon  the  stage 
of  real  life,  had  made  a  sad  hash  of  all  the 
prepared  parts,  and  the  performers,  carried 
away  by  their  feelings,  had  got  completely 
out  of  hand. 

In  brief,  Sterne,  who  had  worked  hard  to 
save  his  friend,  was  now  confronted  with  the 
dreadful  prospect  of  having  accomplislied  his 
ruin. 

The  vague  hope  aroused  by  Mr.  Valentine 
G-aunt's  attempt  to  escape  had  braced  him  up 
for  the  moment ;  but  how  could  he  hold  to  it 
in  the  teeth  of  Madame  Farnienti's  words, 
confirming  M.  Dubarri's  accusation  !     He  was 
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positively  haggard,  this  long-faced  clergyman 
whose  trembling  hands  were  resting  upon  the 
writing-table.  He  looked  and  listened  hun- 
grily for  a  scrap  of  hope. 

"  Who  is  this  lady  ?  "  demanded  the  Doctor, 
in  such  a  puzzled  way  that  Sterne's  heart 
gave  a  wild  bound. 

"  My  iormQv  fiancee,''  replied  M.  Dubarri. 

"  Indeed — indeed  !  Her  arrival  is  very 
opportune.  I  am  supposed  to  have  eloped 
with  her  from  Hast " 

"  Pray,  Dr.  Copingstone,"  said  Mr.  Valen- 
tine Gaunt,  with  a  malicious  smile,  "  finish 
your  sentence.  No  !  Then  let  me  call  Mr. 
Sterne's  attention  to  the  fact  that  Hastings 
has  never  been  mentioned  until  now.  In 
other  words,  a  tacit  admission  of  the  truth  is 
coupled  with  an  attempt  to  disprove  it."  He 
had  undoubtedly  fallen  into  a  nasty  pit  him- 
self, but  if  he  could  get  the  Doctor  for  a 
companion,  it  would  be  easy  to  scramble  out 
on  his  shoulders. 

If  the  Doctor  looked  vexed,  he  said  haughtily 
enough,  "  All  in  good  time,  sir.      I  must  be 
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allowed  to  conduct  my  case  as  I  please.  Oblige 
me  by  remembering  that  you  are  liere  only  on 
sufferance.  Madame  Farnienti,"  he  added, 
turning  towards  her,  "you  have  heard  what 
has  been  said.     Is  it  true  ?  " 

The  four  men  were  gazing  at  her  with 
embarrassing  earnestness,  but  she  answered 
with  perfect  self-possession — 

"  Certainly  not." 

Sterne's  face  changed  from  white  to  red. 
M.  Dubarri  blinked  witb  alarming  rapidity. 
Mr.  Valentine  Gaunt  ground  his  teeth  and 
stared. 

"  Why,  she  contradicts  herself  within  five 
minutes,"  he  said,  with  a  hoarse  laugh. 

She  took  no  notice  of  his  words — never 
even  looked  at  him.  Since  entering  the 
room,  she  had  kept  her  eyes  steadily  averted 
from  his  face. 

"  Have  you  ever  seen  me  before  ?  "  asked 
the  Doctor. 

"  Never." 

"  Is  it  true  that  you — you  ran  away  from 
M.  Dubarri  ?  " 


CONFUSION.  149 

''  Without  doubt,"  cried  M.  Dubarri, 
springing  into  activity.  ''  One  dark  morning, 
I  dress  myself  and  go  downstairs  to  look  for 
madame  here  " — with  a  grand  bow — "  who 
was  then  Lucy  Merle.  Sapristi !  she  is  gone. 
From  that  moment  to  this  I  have  seen  her 
never — never  once,  I  do  assure  you.  I  run 
here — I  run  there — I  search  everywhere — but 
it  is  useless.     She  has  vanished." 

The  Doctor  did  not  appear  to  hear  this 
speech,  his  eyes  being  bent  upon  the  ground 
as  if  he  was  absorbed  in  thought.  When  he 
spoke,  it  was  with  remarkable  hesitation. 
His  tones  were  low,  and  nearly  every  word 
was  followed  by  a  pause. 

"  When  you  left  M.  Dubarri,"  he  said, 
glancing  furtively  at  Madame  Farnienti,  ''you 
— please  excuse  the  question — you  went  with 
or  to  somebody,  I  suppose.  Did  he  in  any 
way  resemble  me  ?  " 

"  Not  in  the  least.  Dr.  Oopingstone." 

The  Doctor  staggered,  pressing  his  hand 
against  his  side.  He  looked  thoroughly 
dazed,  and  yet  there  was  in  his  face  a  strange 
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delIo:lit  at  something:  he  could  not  understand. 
It  was  like  sunlight  struggHng  to  break 
through  a  heavy  bank  of  clouds. 

Not  one  of  the  five  could  comprehend  the 
situation.  But  M.  Dubarri  thought  he  did  ; 
indeed,  he  had  made  up  his  mind  many  years 
ago.  And  he  was  not  going  to  stand  any 
more  of  this  nonsense. 

^'  Permit  me !  "  he  cried,  with  a  swift 
movement  of  the  hand,  such  as  boys  sometimes 
use  when  they  wish  to  catch  their  master's 
eye^  "  Permit  me !  I  would  speak.  My 
opinion  should  go  for  something,  I  think.  I 
am  not  a  fool.  Have  I  not  eyes  to  see  ? 
Ah  !  you  look  at  my  pince-nez.  They  are 
for  my  journal,  I  do  assure  you.  I  can  see 
perfectly.  I  know  what  is  like  and  what  is 
unlike.  In  consequence,  I  shall  not  be 
deceived  easily.  As  for  madame  here,  her 
sight  is  good  also,  I  make  no  doubt ;  but — I 
say  it  with  all  respect — she  is  in  error.  The 
rascal " — he  shook  his  fist  at  the  Doctor — 
"  who  ran  away  with  madame,  was  he  not 
like  you  ?     Parbleu  !     I  should  not  know  the 


CONFUSION.  151 

difference  in  the  half-light.  I  do  not  flatter 
3' ou,  but  I  speak  the  truth.  It  does  not  flatter 
often,  I  think." 

Before  the  Doctor  could  reply,  Sterne  had 
put  his  finger  in  the  pie. 

''  I  understood  you  to  say  at  the  window," 
he  observed,  looking  very  anxiously  at 
Madame  Farnienti,  ''that  Dr.  Copingstoiie 
was  your  companion."  The  Doctor  started  at 
this  translation  of  her  words  and  gazed  with 
the  deepest  reproach  at  his  friend.  "  At  least, 
you  confirmed  M.  Dubarri's  statement  to  that 
effect.  You  now  say  there  is  no  resemblance 
between  them.     Will  you  kindly  explain  ?  " 

"  There  are  the  two  men  face  to  face,"  she 
cried,  pointing  at  the  Doctor  and  Mr.  Valen- 
tine Gaunt,  at  whom  she  now.  looked  for  the 
first  time.  And  what  an  angry,  malicious, 
spiteful  look  it  was,  turned  upon  him  so  sud- 
denly that  he  shrank  before  it !  "  Coward  !  " 
she  hurled  at  him.  "  Oh,  how  I  hate  him  ! 
Gentlemen,  you  may  judge  for  yourselves 
whether  there  is  much  likeness  between  the 
two." 
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Had  a  bomb  fallen  into  the  room,  it  could  not 
have  produced  a  more  startling  effect.  Sterne 
and  the  Doctor  were  too  astounded  to  speak. 
Even  M.  Dubarri's  volubility  had  quite  de- 
serted him.  He  could  only  ejaculate  a  long- 
drawn — 

"  Mais,  madame  !  " 

Mr.  Yalentine  Gaunt  was  the  first  to  break 
the  silence  that  ensued.  By  a  strong  effort 
he  had  regained  his  composure,  and  with  it 
his  stealthy  look,  which  suggested  the  idea 
that  he  had  not  yet  come  to  the  end  of  his 
resources. 

"  Then,"  he  said,  with  an  odious  smile, 
"  Madame  Farnienti  accuses  me,  and  not  the 
Doctor,  of  having  eloped  with  her." 

"What  I  say  I  can  prove,"  she  returned 
scornfully.  ''  When  I  was  standing  at  the 
window,  I  could  see  only  part  of  the  room. 
Dr.  Copingstone  was  out  of  sight.  But  I 
saw  you  staring  at  me  as  if  I  were  a  ghost, 
and  T  thought  M.  Dubarri  was  accusing  you, 
which  would  have  been  true." 

''  Bosh !  " 
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Her  eyes  flashed  fire  at  him. 

"  Listen  to  me,  gentlemen,"  she  said. 
"  Before  my  engagement  to  M.  Dubarri,  I 
was  engaged  to  this  man  who  calls  himself 
Valentine  Graimt.  His  real  name  is  Valen- 
tine. I  was  a  foolish  young  woman  in  those 
days,  and  though  all  sorts  of  things  were 
told  me  about  him,  I  refused  to  believe 
them.  He  seemed  to  be  fond  of  me,  and 
with  that  I  was  satisfied.  I  knew  very 
little  about  him  except  that  he  was  poor, 
but  I  liked  him  all  the  better  for  that 
reason,  for  I  was  proud  and  pleased  that  I, 
who  had  been  so  useless,  should  be  able  to 
help  him.  By  degrees,  I  lent  him  all  the 
money  my  father  had  left  me.  When  it  was 
all  gone,  I  looked  out  for  something  to  do, 
and,  with  his  approval,  accepted  the  post  of 
companion  to  Mrs.  Copingstone,  and,  after 
her  death,  of  housekeeper  to  her  husband.  I 
suppose  the  money  I  sent  him  from  Hastings 
was  not  enough  for  his  selfish  extravagance. 
At  any  rate,  I  received  a  letter  from  him, 
saying  that  we  were  too  poor  ever  to  think 
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of  marriage  and   breaking    off   our  engage- 


ment." 


She  paused  for  a  moment,  which  was  filled 
up  with  a  muttered  "  Scoundrel !  "  from  M. 
Dabarri.  Mr.  Valentine  Gaunt  took  no 
notice  of  the  epithet.  While  attending  to 
the  main  points  of  her  statement,  he  was 
evidently  thinking  out  his  course  of  action. 
The  Doctor  and  Sterne,  on  tlie  other  hand, 
were  hanging  on  every  word  she  uttered. 

''  I'm  a  business  woman  now,"  she  resumed, 
''  so  ril  spare  you  any  allusion  to  my  feel- 
ings. I  was  grossly  deceived,  and  that  is 
enough.  Then  came  M.  Dubarri  with  his 
polite  ways  and  cheerful  good-nature.  He 
saw  I  was  in  trouble,  and  was  exceedingly 
kind  to  me  ;  and  as  I  had  spent  a  couple  of 
years  in  Paris  and  could  speak  French  fairly 
well,  this  was  another  link  between  us.  In 
the  end,  he  asked  me  to  be  his  wife,  and  I 
consented,  partly  because  I  wished  to  forget 
my  past  life.  I  had  been  unselfish  enough 
before,  and  now  I  suppose  I  rushed  to  the 
other  extreme. 
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"  But  several  montlis  later,  I  received 
another  letter  from  that  man  " — she  pointed, 
without  looking,  at  Mr.  Yalentine  Gaunt — 
"  imploring  my  forgiveness  and  saying  he 
could  not  live  without  me.  He  told  me  he 
had  unexpectedly  been  left  a  fortune,  and 
his  first  proceeding  was  to  ask  me  to  share  it 
with  him.  Would  I  go  and  be  married  to 
him  at  once  ?  '  Meanwhile,'  added  he,  '  I 
have  already  bought  some  of  the  furniture 
for  our  house  ' — '  our  house  : '  how  well  I  re- 
member the  words  ! — but  the  expenses  had 
made  such  a  drain  upon  his  ready  cash  that 
he  would  be  glad  if  I  would  send  him  what 
money  I  had.  I  believed  him  ;  yes,  I  be- 
lieved him,  as  thoroughly  as  if  1  had  never 
been  deceived.  You  may  wonder  that  I 
could  have  been  such  a  fool.  Looking  back,  I 
sometimes  wonder  myself.  But,  alas !  there 
is  no  bottom  to  a  woman's  folly  when  she 
cares  about  a  man,  be  he  never  such  a  rogue. 

"  The  result  of  the  letter  was,  that  I  re- 
solved to  follow  my  own  inclinations  and 
desert  M.  Dubarri  ;   for   which,   as  you  will 


156  THE   OLD   ADAM. 

see,  I  was  severely  punished.  I  changed 
nearly  all  iny  money  into  notes,  and,  as  re- 
quested, sent  them  off  by  post.  Then  I 
packed  up  my  things,  got  them  quietly  out 
of  the  house,  and  took  the  train  for  London. 

''  Observe,  I  went  alone ;  and  I  went  to 
Mr.  Valentine  Gaunt,  as  he  calls  himself.  It 
was  not  until  the  other  day  that  I  heard  of 
Mr.  Copings  tone's  strange  disappearance  on 
the  same  night.  If  he  travelled  by  tlie  same 
train,  I  certainly  never  saw  liim,  and  I  can 
give  no  explanation  of  his  conduct,  except 
that  he  was  a  very  odd  man." 

"  Est-il  possible  ?  "  cried  M.  Dubarri,  rub- 
bing hard  at  his  wrinkled  forehead. 

"  When  I  arrived  in  London,  I  found  that 
my  supposed  lover  had  left  me  in  the  lurch. 
Doubtless  you  will  say  that  it  served  me 
right,  but  it  was  a  cruel  blow  and  a  heartless 
robbery.  He  had  been  living  in  dingy 
lodgings ;  he  had  gone  away  without  paying 
the  bill  and  with  my  money  ;  what  he  had 
told  me  was  nothing  but  a  pack  of  lies. 
From   that   moment  I  hated  him.      How  I 
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managed  alone  in  London,  without  a  cha- 
racter and  with  only  a  few  pounds  ;  how  I 
was  fortunate  enough  to  get  a  situation  with 
M.  Farnienti,  whom  I  afterwards  married  ; 
how  he  died  a  few  years  ago,  leaving  me  in 
comfortable  circumstances — all  this  I  have  no 
need  to  trouble  you  with.  My  sole  business 
here  is  to  denounce  that  robber." 

In  her  excitement  she  rose  to  her  feet  and 
pointed  at  him.  A  handsome  woman  she 
looked,  with  her  flaxen  hair,  her  comely  face 
glowing  with  anger,  her  pale  blue  eyes  flash- 
ing scornfully,  and  tbe  diamonds  on  her  out- 
stretched hand  and  the  jewelry  on  the  black 
silk  dress  kindling  in  the  lamplight. 

M.  Dubarri  gazed  at  her  with  admiration. 

"  Forgive  me,  madame,"  he  said.  "  I  have 
wronged  you  for  eighteen  years." 

She  softened  in  a  moment. 

''  Nay,"  she  said  gently,  "  it  is  I  who  have 
wronged  you." 

"  Then  let  us  forgive  one  another." 

She  extended  her  hand  and  he  raised  it  to 
his  lips,  whereupon  a  sudden  faintness  seized 
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upon  her.  She  sat  down,  with  tears  in  her 
eyes. 

The  Doctor  also  had  seated  himself  at  the 
writing-table,  and  his  hand  was  fumbling  in 
one  of  the  drawers.  Mr.  Valentine  Gaunt 
recognized  the  symptoms.  The  time  had 
come  for  him  to  play  his  last  card. 

"  A  likely  story  !  "  he  sneered.  "Of  course, 
you  don't  believe  a  word  of  it.  Dr.  Coping- 
stone  ?  " 

The  Doctor  made  no  reply.  He  could  not 
trust  himself  to  speak  just  yet. 

''  M.  Dubarri  accuses  you,"  proceeded  Mr. 
Valentine  Gaunt,  watching  closely  with 
fluttering  hand,  as  if  he  were  striving  to 
regain  his  old  mesmeric  influence,  "of  having 
eloped  with  Madame  Farnienti,  while  she 
accuses  me  of  having  done  the  same,  at  the 
same  time  and  place.  The  fact  speaks  for 
itself;  it  needs  no  comment  of  mine.  It  is 
obvious  that  the  statements  of  this  well- 
matched  couple  are  due  to  a  wish  to  make 
money  out  of  somebody,  no  matter  whom.  I 
would  suggest  to  them  that,  if  their  future 
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comedies  are  to  stand  any  chance  of  success, 
they  should  be  rehearsed  in  private  before 
being  produced  in  public.  But  to  you,  Dr. 
Copingstone,  I  have  a  duty  to  perform. 
Though  it  is  my  method  to  examine  every- 
thing carefully,  I  frankly  admit  that  I  have 
been  misled  in  your  case  by  M,  Dubarri's 
falsehood.  I  am  now  convinced  that  the 
charge  against  you  was  baseless ;  and  any 
reparation •  " 

"  Go !  "  roared  the  Doctor,  flinging  across 
the  table  a  cheque  that  he  had  just  filled  in. 
"Go!  Get  out  of  my  sight!  In  another 
moment  I  shan't  be  responsible  for  my 
actions." 

Mr.  Yalentine  Gaunt  picked  up  the  cheque 
in  silence,  and,  to  tlie  general  surprise, 
walked  to  the  door.  But  when  he  reached 
it,  he  turned  to  say — 

"  My  method  is  sound,  but  I  see  now  that 
I  made  one  mistake.  If  I  had  separated  M. 
Dubarri  and  Arnold  before  striking  my  final 
blow,  I  must  have  been  successful.  That 
little  flaw,  the  consequence  of  which  it  was 
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impossible  for  me  to  foresee,  has  saved  you. 
However,  I  bear  you  no  malice,  Dr.  Coping- 
stone  ;  nor  you,  Mr.  Sterne,  though  you 
alone  prevented  my  winning.  I  wish  you 
all  good  evening." 

The  door  opened  and  he  was  gone,  leaving 
the  others  as  much  astonished  as  at  anything 
that  had  taken  place. 

As  usual,  however,  there  was  a  good  deal 
of  method  in  his  calm  demeanour.  He  wished 
to  hide  his  dread  of  a  gaol,  which  he  felt 
certain  was  the  ultimate  aim  of  Madame 
Farnienti's  vengeance.  If  he  appeared  not 
to  have  any  apprehensions  on  the  subject,  she 
would  not  trouble  herself  until  the  morning, 
by  which  time  he  would  have  placed  a  safe 
distance  between  himself  and  Puddleton.  He 
had  a  fat  cheque  in  his  pocket  and  a  hand- 
some balance  lying  at  his  London  bankers',  so 
that  altogether  he  had  no  reason  to  be  dis- 
satisfied with  the  result  of  his  labours.  Of 
course,  it  was  most  vexatious  that  the  grand 
prize  for  which  he  had  worked  so  steadily 
should  have  been  snatched  away  just  as  it 
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was  within  reach ;  but  it  was  no  use  crying- 
over  spilt  milk.  The  strangest  part  of  the 
whole  affair  was  that  for  two  years  he  had 
had  the  Doctor  under  his  thumb,  and  now  he 
was  going  away  without  knowing  how  he 
had  done  it !  He  had  not  discovered  the 
right  wire,  after  all. 

Mr.  Valentine  Graunt  no  sooner  found  him- 
self outside  the  Rectory  gate  than,  dropping 
his  deliberate  manner,  he  shot  away  down 
the  silent,  gloomy  street  as  fast  as  his  legs 
could  carry  him.  He  stopped  at  the  Lark's- 
Nest  and  ordered  a  fly  from  Mr.  Smirke,  who 
looked  vastly  surprised  at  this  late  journey. 
Then  he  hastened  off  to  the  Hive  and  packed 
his  portmanteaus.  In  less  than  an  hour,  he 
was  rattling  along  the  road  to  Stilbury. 


VOL.  111. 


162  THE   OLD   ADAM. 


CHAPTER  VIII. 

AFTER  THE  BATTLE. 

The  morning  opened  like  a  rosebud:  fresh, 
sweet,  smiling,  and  beautiful.  At  first,  when 
tKe  heavy  dew  of  the  previous  evening  was 
rising,  a  pinkish  mist  hung  over  the  land- 
scape, but  it  speedily  vanished.  And  then 
the  air  was  brimful  of  sunlight  flowing  down 
the  hills  into  every  nook  and  cranny,  and  the 
larks  poured  their  songs  from  the  bluest  of 
skies.  The  green  foliage  of  summer  was 
mingled  with  the  brown  tints  of  autumn  ; 
the  grassy  slopes  of  Camelback  were  studded 
with  sheep,  as  motionless  as  white  stones  by 
the  side  of  the  murmuring  Splashwater  ;  over 
all  there  brooded  an  air  of  repose,  recalling 
bygone  times. 
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In  the  village  street,  however,  there  was  a 
great  commotion  about  nine  o'clock.  Though 
many  of  the  men  and  women  had  gone  to 
their  work  in  the  fields,  there  were  quite 
enough  left  behind  to  raise  a  very  audible 
cackle.  Here  they  gathered  around  a  cottage 
door,  a  mere  slit  in  a  curtain  of  Virginian 
creeper,  and  there  clustered  at  a  garden-gate 
where  some  smock-frocked  old  fellow  leaned 
upon  his  hoe.  One  topic  was  upon  every 
tongue.  Although  the  strictest  secrecy  had 
been  enjoined  upon  Higgins  and  Martha,  it 
had  leaked  out  that  two  strangers  had  arrived 
at  the  Hut,  that  they  had  entered  the  Rectory 
after  dusk,  and  that  there  had  been  a  row  of 
some  sort,  ending  in  the  sudden  departure  of 
Mr.  Valentine  Gaunt.  It  was  shrewdly  con- 
jectured that  they  would  never  see  him  again. 
As  he  had  forgotten  to  pay  his  bills  for  the 
past  quarter,  the  tradespeople  were  in  a  state 
of  frantic  indignation.  Gammon,  standing 
in  the  middle  of  the  bridge,  angrily  declaimed 
against  the  unrivalled  villainy  of  the  man  to 
whom  he  had  yesterday  tendered  homage  and 


164  THE   OLD   ADAM. 

flattery,  while  Whittle,  Smirke  and  Joseph 
Haply  joined  loudly  in  the  denunciations 
against  the  once  popular  favourite. 

Shortly  after  breakfast,  Mr.  Pike  brushed 
his  hat,  placed  his  gloves  and  a  spare  hand- 
kerchief inside,  carefully  balanced  it  upon  his 
bald  head,  and  strutted  out  to  interview 
Sterne.  At  the  gate  he  paused,  according  to 
his  habit,  to  take  a  preliminary  survey  of 
the  morning  by  turning  his  stiff,  plump  little 
body  to  every  point  of  the  compass  in  turn. 
It  was  easy  to  see  that  something  unusual 
had  occurred,  so  he  hurried  out  to  inquire 
into  the  matter.  The  news  was  poured  into 
his  ears  by  a  dozen  voices  at  once,  and  his 
face  glowed  as  he  listened.  When  he  had 
learnt  all  they  could  tell  him,  he  continued 
his  walk  to  the  Hut,  and  was  shown  into  the 
study,  where  he  found  the  clergyman  writing 
as  usual. 

M.  Dubarri,  who  was  reading  the  news- 
paper on  the  couch  in  the  window,  blinked 
over  his  pince-nez  at  the  visitor.  He  had  no 
idea  that  Mr.  Pike  lived  in  Puddleton.    Hebe 
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and  her  family  had  dropped  from  the  clouds, 
so  far  as  he  could  see. 

"  Bravo,  Mr.  Sterne ! "  said  Mr.  Pike 
warmly.  "  So  you  have  kicked  the  scoundrel 
out  of  the  place.  I  congratulate  you — I  do 
indeed.  And  you  here,  M.  Dubarri !  Good- 
ness gracious  !  wonders  never  cease." 

"  Ah,  yes,  it  is  strange,"  said  M.  Dubarri. 
"  But  I  shake  you  by  the  hand,  my  friend." 
And  he  made  a  wild  dash  at  the  lawyer. 

"  How  did  you  manage  it,  Mr.  Sterne  ?  " 
asked  Mr.  Pike,  taking  a  cautious  seat. 

"  If  I  were  offered  a  thousand  pounds," 
said  Sterne  emphatically,  "  I  wouldn't  go 
through  another  scene  like  that  of  last  night. 
The  details  I  can't  tell  you  without  the 
Doctor's  permission ;  but  the  result  is  that 
the  man  is  gone.  That  ought  to  be  sufficient 
for  us." 

"  It's  a  pity,"  observed  Mr.  Pike  with 
regret,  "  that  the  law  can't  get  hold  of  him. 
If  he  had  only  committed  some  crime,  I 
should  be  quite  happy.  The  very  thought  of 
a    warrant    for    his  apprehension  warms  my 
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blood.  Now,  if  he  had  been  guilty  of  arson 
or  manslaughter,  or  even  burglary,  it  would 
be  some  comfort ;  but  to  let  him  go  scot-free 
— well,  it's  a  great  nuisance.  You  see,  he  is 
innocent  in  the  eyes  of  the  law " 

"  Then,"  interrupted  M.  Dubarri,  "  the  law 
must  be  blind,  I  think." 

But  Sterne  silenced  him  with  a  look.  It 
was  Madame  Farnienti's  wish  that  her  story 
should  be  kept  secret;  indeed,  when  her 
excitement  was  over,  she  chopped  round  with 
astonishing  rapidity  and  appeared  almost 
sorry  for  what  she  had  done.  She  had  spent 
the  night  at  the  Hut;  and  this  feeling, 
instead  of  changing  again,  was  only  the  more 
pronounced  in  the  morning.  As  for  Mr. 
Valentine  Gaunt's  dread  of  her  following  him 
and  casting  him  into  prison,  either  he  knew 
nothing  about  a  woman's  nature  or  his 
cowardice  had  overpowered  such  knowledge 
as  he  possessed.  No  such  thought  ever 
entered  the  head  of  her  whom  he  had  treated 
so  cruelly.  His  prosperity  had  rekindled  the 
old  resentment  against  him,  but  it  had  died 
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out  with  his  downfall,  leaving  behind  only  a 
vague  sense  of  dissatisfaction.  Though  she 
had  the  chance  of  crushing  him  utterly,  she 
would  never  avail  herself  of  it.  And  this 
Sterne  knew  when  he  cast  that  significant 
glance  at  the  voluble  old  Frenchman. 

"  But  it's  in  Arnold  that  you  are  chiefly 
interested,"  he  said. 

"  In  Arnold's  wife,"  corrected  the  lawyer. 
''  We  must  try,"  said  the  clergyman  gently, 
"  to  think  of  them  as  one." 

"  You  are  right,  Mr.  Sterne."  Under  any 
other  circumstances,  he  would  have  resented 
this  mild  rebuke  from  the  High  Church 
curate ;  and  as  it  was,  he  coloured.  At  the 
same  time,  he  saw  in  the  words  the  spirit  of 
compromise  which  is  as  essential  to  smooth- 
ness in  business  transactions  as  it  is  to 
matrimonial  happiness.  Hence  he  accepted 
them  without  demur.  "  What  arrangements 
is  the  Doctor  going  to  make  ?  " 

"  He  was  too  agitated  last  night  to  make 
any.  And  I  was  too  agitated  to  do  more 
than  give  the  hastiest  sketch  of  what  had 
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happened.  There  are  many  puzzling  things 
yet  to  be  explained."  In  fact,  Sterne  was 
almost  as  much  in  the  dark  as  he  had  ever 
been.  "  He  assured  me,  however,  of  his 
complete  forgiveness  for  his  erring  son." 

"  I'm  sincerely  glad  to  hear  it." 

"  There  can  be  no  doubt  that  he  won't  lose 
any  time  in  establishing  Arnold  in  a  respect- 
able profession." 

"  He  can  afford  to  do  it.  His  income  can't 
be  less  than  fifteen  thousand  a  year,  and  I 
hear  he  is  to  have  ten  more  pupils  this  term 
than  last.  That  will  make  a  hundred  and 
twenty  altogether.     Why,  'tis  a  gold  mine  !  " 

This  was  a  "draw."  Sterne,  who  could 
have  estimated  the  Doctor's  income  to  a 
penny,  gazed  steadily  at  the  paper  before 
him.  He  had  no  intention  of  throwing  out 
even  the  smallest  hint.  As  for  M.  Dubarri, 
he  looked  positively  startled  at  the  idea  of  so 
much  wealth  derived  from  tuition. 

"  Well,"  continued  Mr.  Pike,  satisfied  that 
he  would  gain  no  information  in  that  quarter, 
"  you  have  given  me  the  best  news  I  have 
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heard  for  many  a  long  day.  I  must  tell 
Hebe  at  once — and  her  husband.  I'll  go 
back  to  London  by  the  one  o'clock  train." 

'*  That  is  good,"  said  M.  Dubarri.  "  I  may 
have  the  pleasure  of  travelling  with  you." 

A  desultory  conversation  followed,  during 
which  Mr.  Pike,  exercising  the  privilege  of  a 
shareholder,  inquired  about  the  prospects  of 
the  Invaluable  Chimney-pot  Company.  While 
admitting  that  investors  were  absurdly  slow 
in  coming  forward  for  the  hundred  thousand 
pounds  he  offered  them,  M.  Dubarri  said  it 
would  undoubtedly  be  a  grand  success,  and, 
by  way  of  proof,  exhibited  with  great  glee 
his  advertisement  in  the  morning  paper. 

"  Regardez,  messieurs !  "  he  exclaimed, 
holding  out  the  paper  at  arm's  length,  his 
face  beaming  with  delight. 

Mr.  Pike  said  nothing  to  damp  the  old 
fellow's  ardour,  but,  when  he  left,  signified  to 
Sterne  his  wish  for  a  few  moments'  private 
conversation. 

"  Will  the  Doctor  do  anything  for  M. 
Dubarri  ?  "  he  asked  in  the  hall. 
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'*  In  a  hurried  note  that  I  got  from  him  at 
breakfast  time,"  repHed  Sterne,  "he  requested 
me  to  detain  M.  Dubarri  until  he  could  see 
him.  Now  that  Mr.  Gaunt  is  gone,  there  is 
no  one  to  take  French ;  so  I  rather  fancy  the 
Doctor  would  like  M.  Dubarri  to  do  this  and 
to  reside  at  the  Hive." 

"  A  capital  idea." 

"  That's  a  matter  of  opinion." 

''If  it  hadn  t  been  for  M.  Dubarri,  I  don't 
know  what  would  have  become  of  Arnold. 
He  certainly  deserves  well  at  the  Doctor's 
hands." 

"  I  don't  think  he'll  have  anything  to 
complain  of,  Mr.  Pike,"  said  Sterne  coldly. 
If  he  should  be  consulted  about  the  proposed 
arrangement,  he  would  vote  against  it,  for  he 
could  not  condone  the  offence  of  tampering 
with  examination  papers. 

Mr.  Pike  was  much  annoyed  with  the 
strait-laced  clergyman.  To  preach  good-will 
from  the  pulpit  and  practise  unforgiveness  in 
the  parish,  struck  him  as  a  glaring  incongruity 
— all  the  more  glaring  because  he  felt  par- 
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ticularly  benevolent.  Uncliaritable  conduct 
was  a  thing  lie  could  not  understand  when 
everything  had  gone  well  with  himself.  As 
he  walked  towards  the  gate,  he  censured — 
only  in  his  own  mind,  of  course — Sterne  in 
the  strongest  terms.  Suddenly  he  made  a 
movement  to  get  behind  one  of  the  stone 
pillars  of  the  gate,  for  only  a  few  yards  away, 
lo  !  there  stood  the  Doctor. 

It  really  was  a  very  embarrassing  position 
to  be  placed  in.  The  Doctor  owed  Mr.  Pike 
an  apology — at  any  rate,  Mr.  Pike  thought 
he  did,  and  having  no  wish  to  parade  his 
quarrel  before  the  village,  he  was  naturally 
anxious  to  keep  out  of  the  Doctor's  way  until 
that  apology  had  been  tendered.  You  see, 
he  wanted  to  avoid  the  painful  necessity  of 
cutting  the  Doctor — of  passing  him  by  in  his 
own  parish  with  a  frigid  stare.  Such  a  pro- 
ceeding could  not  commend  itself  to  his 
churchwardenly  mind.  Yet  the  worst  part 
of  this  awkward  meeting  was  that  it  looked 
something  like  what  he  had  just  been  con- 
demning ;    though  in  point  of  fact,  said  Mr. 
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Pike,  there  was  no  resemblance  between 
them. 

From  the  spot  where  he  stood,  he  could 
just  see  the  Doctor's  steeple  hat  above  the 
stone  wall.  He  also  heard  that  peculiar 
gasping  laugh  which  had  been  silent  for  so 
many  months.  The  idea  that  it  was  aimed 
at  him  gave  him  quite  a  fright.  He  turned 
to  look  at  the  house,  and,  oh  horror  !  there 
were  Mrs.  Sterne  and  Madame  Farnienti 
watching  him  from  the  drawing-room  window. 
There  was  only  one  thing  to  be  done.  Mr. 
Pike  drew  himself  erect,  opened  the  gate,  and 
pompously  strutted  out. 

The  Doctor  was  standing  with  a  decrepit 
old  dame  in  a  white  cap,  who  was  giving  him 
a  minute  description  of  her  many  ailments, 
while  he  listened  with  an  expression  of  the 
deepest  interest.  His  wonderful  recuperative 
powers  had  never  been  so  manifest  as  on  this 
sunny  morning  ;  the  villagers  declared  that 
he  looked  ten  years  younger. 

At  first  he  did  not  notice  Mr.  Pike,  sneak- 
ing away  under  the  very  transparent  device 
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of  abstraction,  his  eyes  bent  upon  the  ground. 
Yv^hen  he  did,  he  hastily  gave  the  old  woman 
some  silver  and  started  in  pursuit,  walking 
as  he  alone  could  walk. 

''  Mr.  Pike  !  "  he  cried  after  the  pompous 
little  man  in  front. 

Mr.  Pike  hesitated,  and  then  walked  on 
again. 

"  Mr.  Pike  !  " 

This  time  he  stopped,  turned,  and  looked 
up  in  surprise. 

"  If  you  were  my  deadliest  enemy,"  said 
the  IDoctor  with  almost  boyish  warmth,  "  I 
could  bless  you  this  morning.  But  in  a 
moment's  irritation  I  was  rude  to  you  under 

my  own  roof,  and  for  that  I  must " 

"•  Don't  say  another  word,"  cried  Mr. 
Pike,  grasping  the  Doctor's  hand  and  shaking 
it  heartily.  "  No,  not  another  word,  I  insist. 
We  both  had  cause  for  irritation  then,  but 
this  is  a  day  when  all  grievances  should  be 
forgotten." 

"  True — very  true." 

"  If  that  rascal  Gaunt  had  only  given  the 
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law  a  chance  of  getting  hold  of  him,  nothing 
would  be  wanting  to  my  happiness.  How- 
ever, I  forgive  him  even  that  for  the  sake  of 
the  young  couple." 

"  And  you  found  them,  I'm  told  !  I  owe 
you  a  debt  of  gratitude." 

''  I  was  searching  for  my  daughter." 
"  But  you   found  my  son.     How    did   he 
look  ?  "  he  asked  eagerly.     "  Was  he  well  ? 
Was  he  happy  ?  " 

"  Never  saw  him  looking  better." 
The  Doctor's  face  clouded.  He  would  have 
preferred  to  hear  that  penitence  had  been 
coupled  with  just  a  tinge  of  ill-health,  due 
partly  to  homesickness.  There  are  times 
when  a  few  threads  of  sackcloth  and  a 
sprinkling  of  ashes  add  a  charm  to  ordinary 
raiment.  It  was  almost  with  a  sigh  that  he 
said — 

"  Well,  I'm  quite  sure  Hebe  will  make  him 
a  good  wife,  so  he  ought  to  be  happy.  It's 
very  unfortunate  that  I  can't  get  away  to- 
day, but  I  have  to  be  on  the  spot  when  the 
new  pupils  arrive.     However,  I  shall  be  off 
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to  London  by  the  first  train  to-morrow.  It 
will  be  much  less  awkward  for  the  young 
people  if  I  go  to  see  them  than  if  they  have 
to  come  here  to  see  me.    Don't  you  think  so?'* 

''  I  do  indeed,"  replied  Mr.  Pike,  touched 
by  the  Doctor's  thoughtfulness.  "  What  do 
you  propose  Arnold  should  do  ?  " 

The  Doctor's  lips  tightened  and  his  keen 
little  eyes  twinkled  knowingly. 

"  It  requires  a  good  deal  of  consideration," 
he  said. 

They  moved  aside  to  get  out  of  the  way 
of  two  flies  which  were  approaching  from 
opposite  directions. 

There  were  several  of  the  villagers  stand- 
ing about,  but  not  many,  most  of  them  having 
gone  indoors.  No  small  amount  of  awe  being 
mingled  with  their  liking  for  the  Doctor, 
they  deemed  it  prudent  to  keep  their  curiosity 
out  of  sight.  Still,  they  were  all  on  the  alert, 
for  every  other  moment  a  head  peeped  from 
an  open  door  or  window  and  quickly  with- 
drew. At  the  sound  of  wheels,  there  was  a 
general  display  of  heads  along  the  whole  street. 
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The  fly  advancing  along  the  Stilbury  Road 
presented  a  very  dnst-stained  appearance. 
The  driver  was  nodding  on  the  box ;  the 
horse  was  nodding  between  the  shafts.  They 
had  evidently  been  up  most  of  the  night  and 
travelled  a  long  distance.  They  had,  in  fact, 
conveyed  Mr.  Valentine  Gaunt  to  the  remote 
town  of  Cattleford,  where  they  had  rested  for 
an  hour  or  two.  He  had  taken  another 
vehicle,  and  doubtless  dodged  about  the 
country  until  he  could  get  a  train. 

"The  driver  woke  up  a  bit  as  he  approached 
the  Doctor.  He  rubbed  his  eyes,  touched  his 
hat,  and  stared  hard.  When  he  had  gone  by, 
he  kept  looking  over  his  shoulder,  and,  in 
passing  the  driver  of  the  other  fly,  winked 
slyly  and  pointed  back  with  his  whip.  As  it 
was  generally  known  that  he  had  been  driv- 
ing Mr.  Valentine  Gaunt,  a  wave  of  heads 
greeted  his  coming.  He  had  scarcely  dis- 
appeared into  Mr.  Smirke's  yard,  when 
Gammon  and  Joseph  Haply  scuttled  out  of 
their  houses  and  bolted  after  him. 

The  second  fly  stopped  at  the  Hut,      Its 
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object  was  to  carry  Madame  Farnienti  back 
to  S  til  bury. 

It  was  a  pleasant  sight  to  see  M.  Dubarri 
escorting  Madame  Farnienti  to  her  convey- 
ance, while  Sterne  and  his  wife  stood  at  the 
door  and  the  Doctor  near  the  gate.  There 
was  in  his  manner  an  old-fashioned  courtesy, 
a  deferential  admiration  that  no  words  could 
reproduce.  His  eyes  sparkled,  his  face 
beamed,  his  body  was  bent  towards  the  arm 
on  which  she  leaned,  and  his  voice  was 
modulated.  There  was  a  strange  gentleness 
about  him,  so  unlike  his  animation  in  men's 
society.  When  she  drove  away,  he  gave  her 
one  of  his  grandest  bows,  and  smilingly  she 
waved  her  hand  to  him.  And  so  they  parted 
for  ever. 

If  M.  Dubarri  felt  in  a  mood  to  sigh  for 
"  what  might  have  been,"  the  Doctor's  voice 
brought  the  ready  smile  to  his  wrinkled  old 
face,  and  the  proposal  afterwards  made  to  him 
in  Sterne's  study  left  no  room  fur  any  useless 
regret.  A  large  salary,  with  free  residence 
at  the  Hive,  was  offered  him  on  condition  of 
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his  teaching  French  at  Puddleton.  Needless 
to  say,  he  accepted  it  with  enthusiasm,  and 
several  modest  allusions  to  his  own  ability. 
Forgetting  that  he  had  now  become  the 
Doctor's  subordinate,  he  continued  to  treat 
him  as  an  equal,  and  shook  him  so  often  by 
the  hand  that  his  aspect  grew  a  trifle  stiff. 
When  M.  Dubarri  noticed  the  change,  he 
began  to  blink  and  wonder,  and,  unable  to 
make  it  out,  dashed  off  to  inspect  his  new 
home. 

He  was  perfectly  enchanted  with  it.  The 
housekeeper,  who  showed  him  over  the 
rooms,  he  treated  like  a  duchess  ;  he  patted 
the  head  of  the  youth  in  buttons  ;  he  ad- 
mired the  prospect  from  the  windows  ;  he 
insisted  upon  sitting  in  every  arm-chair ;  in 
short,  he  behaved  just  like  a  child  with  a 
new  toy.  It  was  a  singular  turn  of  the 
wheel  of  fortune  that  had  set  M.  Dubarri  to 
rule  in  the  house  where  Mr.  Valentine  Gaunt 
had  lately  ruled,  but  he  was  too  delighted  to 
marvel. 

Meanwhile  a  little  scene  was  being  enacted 
in  Sterne's  study. 
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He  was  sitting  at  his  writing-table  ;  while 
the  Doctor,  who  seldom  sat  down  anywhere 
except  in  his  own  room,  was  standing  oppo- 
site, with  his  back  to  the  window.  He  had 
displayed  symptoms  of  impatience ;  but  as 
soon  as  the  door  had  closed  upon  M.  Dubarri, 
a  great  change  came  over  him.  These 
changes  were  very  frequent  in  his  case,  and 
so  sudden  as  to  suggest  the  temporary  col- 
lapse of  an  overstrained  will.  His  features 
softened  ;  his  eyes  grew  dim ;  he  looked 
down  at  Sterne  with  strange  tenderness.  For 
a  few  moments  there  was  silence.  When  he 
spoke,  his  voice  was  thick  and  tremulous. 

"  My  best  of  friends,"  he  said,  "  I  have  a 
great  favour  to  ask  you.  It  will  only  be 
adding  one  more  to  the  many  you  have  con- 
ferred upon  me.  Tell  me  what  I  can  do  for 
you.  I  can  never  do  enough.  But  tell  me 
the  one  thing  you  desire  most  in  the  whole 
world." 

"  There  is  one  thing  I  should  like,  my  old 
friend,"  replied  Sterne,  faltering  a  little. 

The  Doctor's   face  brightened.     Knowing 
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Sterne  well,  he  had  feared  that  he  would 
decline  to  make  any  request. 

"  If,"  he  said  earnestly,  "  it  can  be  done,  it 
shall.  I  only  trust  it  is  something  worth 
granting." 

"  I  can  promise  you  that." 

"  Then  let  me  hear  it." 

*'  I  would  ask  you  to  consent  to  the 
marriage  of  Nellie  and  Philip." 

Surprise,  disappointment,  wonder,  and  ad- 
miration, all  showed  themselves  in  the  old 
man's  face.  After  a  pause,  he  said,  in  low, 
quiet  tones — 

"  Sterne,  I  often  think  you  forget  your 
own  existence." 

"  Sometimes,"  replied  Sterne,  with  a  sad 
smile,  "  I  have  almost  wished  I  could.  But 
that  is  over  now." 

"  Ah,  well,"  sighed  the  Doctor,  '^  I  wish  I 
were  more  like  you.  After  all  you  have 
done  and  suffered,  here  you  are  providing  for 
everybody's  happiness  but  your  own.  Philip 
and  Nellie — poor  girl,  she  is  not  very  well 
this  morning — shall  be  made  happy,  as  you 
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wish.  But  I  don't  intend  you,  who  have 
laboured  so  hard  for  others,  to  go  without 
your  reward." 

"  I  have  my  reward,  old  friend."  There 
was  a  glad  smile  on  his  face,  which  fully 
attested  the  sincerity  of  his  words.  "  But 
there  is  another  thing  T  would  ask  you. 
Nellie  is  in  trouble  about  the  omission  of  her 
name  from  the  family  Bible.  Do  you  mind 
telling  me  your  story  ?  " 

Still  thinking  of  others  to  the  exclusion  of 
self!  The  Doctor  gazed  at  him  with  the 
same  mingled  feelings  as  before  ;  then  took 
two  or  three  hasty  turns  up  and  down  the 
room ;  and  finally  returned  to  his  former 
position. 

"  Yes,  I'll  tell  you,"  he  said.  "  If  I  had 
been  wise,  I  should  have  told  you  long  ago. 
Only  yesterday  I  thought  I  never  should  get 
rid  of  the  consequences  of  what  I  had  done ; 
but  at  last — at  last,  I  have  shaken  the  dust 
from  my  feet.     I  am  a  free  man." 

There  was  a  knock  at  the  door. 

Instantly,  without  any  apparent  effort,  he 


182  THE   OLD   ADAM. 

assumed  his  quick,  decisive,  business-like 
look. 

In  response  to  Sterne's  "  Come  in,"  a 
servant  entered. 

"Please,  sir,"  slie  said,  '' Mr.  Grammon  is 
downstairs,  and  be  would  like  to  see  Dr. 
Copingstone  on  most  important  business." 

"  Show  him  up,"  said  tbe  Doctor,  who  w^as 
in  the  habit  of  treating  Sterne's  house,  and, 
indeed,  nearly  every  house  in  the  village,  as 
his  own. 

Not  another  word  was  spoken  until  the 
entrance  of  the  red-faced  butcher,  in  his  blue 
apron  and  with  his  steel  hanging  from  the 
girdle  around  his  w^aist,  or  rather  the  middle 
of  his  body.  He  crept  in  softly,  for,  like 
many  fat  men,  he  w^as  very  light  of  foot. 
After  ck)sing  the  door  with  the  greatest 
caiition,  he  jammed  himself  into  the  corner 
by  it,  bowed,  and  gazed  with  importance 
over  the  hat  which  he  held  in  both  hands. 
In  this  uncomfortable  attitude  he  stood  the 
whole  while. 

Having   a    garrulous    disposition,  he   was 
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requested  by  the  Doctor  to  put  what  he  had 
to  say  into  the  fewest  possible  words,  and  to 
rattle  ahead. 

It  was  a  very  scandalous  story  that  Gam- 
mon had  to  tell.     He  had  heard  it  from  the 
driver  of  the  fly  that  had  just  returned  from 
Cattleford.       Mr.    Yalentine    Gaunt,    it    ap- 
peared,   had  been    unusually   communicative 
on  the  journey.     According  to  him,  an  old 
Frenchman  and  a  foreign-looking  woman  had 
come   to  Puddleton  for   the  purpose  of  ex- 
posing some  shameful  act  committed  by  the 
Doctor,  who  had  attempted  to  bribe  them  to 
secrecy.      Mr.   Yalentine   Gaunt  having  op- 
posed tlie  bribery,  there  had  been  a  quarrel, 
in  consequence  of  which  he  had  felt  it  his 
duty  to    resign.      By  way  of  corroborating 
this  statement,  he  had  added  that  the  Doctor 
was     grossly      deceiving     everybody     about 
Arnold,   who  had    not    been  near    the    Uni- 
versity for  a  whole  year — who  was,  in  fact, 
gaining    a    disreputable    livelihood    on    tlie 
boards  of  a  music-hall  in  London. 

Briefly,  it  was  a  story  in  which  truth  and 
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falsehood  were  so  cunniDgly  mixed,  that  it 
was  next  to  impossible  to  disprove  it,  while 
the  presence  of  M.  Dubarri  at  the  Hive  would 
look  like  a  standing  confirmation  of  it. 

The  Doctor  felt  the  gnawing  pangs  of 
despair.  He  had  just  been  congratulating 
himself  upon  having  slain  the  hydra-headed 
monster,  and,  lo  !  here  it  was  again,  more 
threatening  than  it  had  ever  been.  Was 
there  no  way  of  crushing  it  utterly  ?  No 
way  of  escaping  from  the  past  that  had 
thrown  its  tenacious  arms  around  him  and 
dragged  him  down  to  misery  ? 
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CHAPTEE   IX. 

AN    EXPLANATION. 

The  Doctor  had  sent  an  urgent  ''  whip  "  to 
the  effect  that,  if  the  Civil  Service  Examiners 
were  to  be  ciicumvented  at  the  next  examina- 
tion, not  a  single  day  must  be  lost.  As  he 
had  intended,  it  indirectly  strengthened  the 
impression  that  he  was  not  to  blame  for  the 
recent  failures,  and  increased  the  confidence 
placed  in  him  as  an  able  general.  It  also 
brought  the  pupils  back  with  remarkable 
punctuality,  more  than  half  of  them  return- 
ing on  the  first  day  of  term,  in  spite  of  the 
attraction  of  partridge-shooting. 

One  of  the  first  to  arrive  was  Plantagenet, 
who  instantly  rushed  off  to  the  Manor  to  see 
Mildred  Strathclyde.     After  him,  processions 
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of  vehicles  of  every  kind  came  pouring  into 
the  village,  their  occupants  shouting,  laugh- 
ing, and  blowing  coach-horns  as  if  they  were 
wild  with  delight  at  getting  back  to  Puddle- 
ton.  Mr.  Smirke,  who  had  in  most  cases 
been  written  to  on  the  subject,  had  the 
greatest  difficulty  in  providing  enough 
vehicles.  Many  were  bis  own,  some  came 
from  the  Cygnet  at  Stilbury,  and  others 
from  the  different  inns  in  the  neighbourhood  ; 
so  they  were  what  an  auctioneer  would  call 
"  a  good  mixed  lot." 

Besides  the  first  day's  contingent  of  nearly 
ninety  pupils,  there  were  fourteen  tutors  to 
be  provided  for.  Mr.  Smirke  showed  a  nice 
discrimination  of  rank  by  assigning  to  them 
the  worst  specimens  in  his  collection,  each 
according  to  his  importance.  The  Professor 
of  Mathematics  fared  better  than  the  Professor 
of  Spelling,  who  was  obliged  to  be  content 
with  a  decayed  tax-cart,  the  seat  being  so 
insecure  as  to  upset  him  and  the  driver  twice 
on  the  road.  Mr.  Jostler  arrived  in  a  sort  of 
shandrydan.     Whether  or  not  he  considered 
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it  an  insult  to  his  dignity,  be  stroked  his  long 
beard  in  silence  the  whole  way,  and,  on 
alighting,  endeavoured  to  make  a  speech  to 
several  persons  in  turn.  A  general  panic 
ensued ;  all  fled  except  one,  a  new  pupil, 
whom  Mr.  Jostler  promptly  button-holed. 

Towards  evening  a  solitary  fly,  piled  high 
with  luggage,  was  seen  advancing  along  the 
Stilbury  Eoad,  where  the  sun,  shorn  of  its 
strength,  was  glaring  through  the  tall  dark 
poplars  as  through  the  bars  of  a  prison.  The 
breeze,  rustling  softly  past  the  vines  and 
creepers  on  the  cottages,  brought  with  it  a 
faint  sound  of  music,  which  bore  some  re- 
semblance to  a  well-known  tune. 

The  latest  excitement  having  drawn  nearly 
everybody  out  of  doors,  all  turned  to  w^atch 
the  approaching  vehicle. 

When  it  came  nearer,  they  beheld,  seated 
cross-legged  among  the  luggage  on  the  roof, 
a  short  broad  figure  smoking  a  cigar  and 
strumming  a  banjo.  It  was  Heavisides,  of 
course,  smiling  sweetly,  just  the  same  as  ever, 
except  that  his  dress  was  not  quite  so  startling 
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as  usual.  His  arrival  was  greeted  with  a  roar 
of  laughter  from  a  crowd  of  pupils  who 
soon  gathered  round,  while  a  number  of 
the  villagers  grinned  in  the  background. 
Though  evidently  pleased  with  his  reception, 
he  at  once  plunged  into  the  news  communi- 
cated to  him  bj  the  driver. 

''  Hey,  you  fellows  !  "  he  cried  from  his 
perch  on  the  roof.  "  What's  the  meaning  of 
this  yarn  Albert  has  been  telling  me  ?  The 
Doctor  playing  Old  Harry — Nellie  Coping- 
stone  some  one  else's  daughter — two  strangers 
threatening  if  he  doesn't  pay  up — Arnold  and 
Hebe  singing  in  London  pothouses — Gaunt 
bolted — a  queer  old  Frenchman  shoved  in  the 
Hive  !     I  can't  make  head  or  tail  of  it." 

He  was  told  half-a-dozen  versions  of  Mr. 
Valentine  Gaunt's  story,  all  more  or  less 
exaggerated. 

"  I  don't  believe  a  word  of  it,"  he  said 
stoutly. 

"  But,  man  alive,"  exclaimed  Tattlemaine, 
"  the  Doctor  has  confessed  that  he  has  been 
telling  lies  about  Arnold  ;  and  if  part  of  the 
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story  is  true,  you  may  be  sure  the  whole  of 
it  is." 

"  I  don't  see  that  at  all,"  objected 
Heavisides.  "  It's  just  as  easy  to  deny  the 
whole  as  to  deny  the  part." 

"  Well,  and  who  said  it  wasn't  ?  " 

"  And  it  would  be  much  more  likely  to  go 
down.  So  I  say  that  what  the  Doctor  denies, 
is  false ;  and  only  what  he  admits,  is  true." 

"  What  a  simple  creature  you  are, 
Heavisides ! "  exclaimed  Tattlemaine  with 
contempt.  There  was  a  general  laugh,  after 
which  he  went  on,  "  Why,  the  Doctor  is  just 
the  sly  old  fox  to  argue  in  the  very  way  you 
are  doing.  He  would  say,  *  If  I  admit  what 
is  clear,  I'm  sure  to  gain  credit  for  candour 
and  to  be  believed  in  what  I  deny.'  Don't 
you  see,  you  are  falling  into  one  of  his  traps?" 

Heavisides  thoughtfully  rubbed  his  chin. 
Knowing  that  he  was  not  over-wise,  he  had  a 
particular  objection  to  being  considered  a  fool. 

**  Do  you  mean  to  tell  me,"  he  asked,  after 
a  pause,  "  that  Nellie  Copingstone  is  not  the 
Doctor's  daughter  ?  " 
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"  He  says  so  himself,"  cried  a  score  of 
voices. 

"  I'm  hanged  if  I  ever  heard  of  such,  a 
queer  thing."  He  stopped  to  hand  down  a 
portmanteau  to  the  driver.  "  Then,  whose 
daughter  is  she  ?  " 

Before  any  one  could  reply,  there  was  a 
general  move  to  the  footpath,  for  a  dogcart 
came  tearing  along  the  street  at  a  hand 
gallop.  It  was  driven  by  Philip  Strathclyde, 
hot,  flushed,  and  too  excited  to  pay  any  heed 
to  the  remonstrances  addressed  to  him  by  the 
old  groom,  who  looked  anything  but  com- 
fortable. The  horse  was  in  a  white  lather, 
and  the  dust  followed  in  clouds.  Philip  was 
driving  as  if  for  his  life.  He  nodded  to  his 
friends  in  passing,  and  they  looked  pityingly 
after  him  ;  it  seemed  to  them  that  this  strange 
affair  threatened  his  happiness. 

At  the  Hut  he  pulled  up,  so  suddenly  as 
almost  to  throw  the  unfortunate  horse  on  its 
haunches,  and,  after  tossing  the  reins  to  the 
groom,  sprang  to  the  ground  and  darted  off 
to  his  friend's  study. 
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In  tlie  morning  Mrs.  Strathclyde  had 
asked  Philip  to  carry  a  note  to  a  friend  who 
lived  at  a  considerable  distance.  When  he 
arrived  there,  he  was  obliged  to  stay  to  lunch, 
and  it  was  not  until  nearly  four  o'clock  that 
he  was  able  to  get  away.  On  his  return  he 
found  Plantagenet  at  the  Manor,  and  learnt 
from  him  the  story  which  was  causing  such 
a  commotion  in  the  village.  Hence  his  drive 
in  hot  haste. 

Sterne  was  busy  writing.  Indeed,  he  had 
been  writing  all  the  afternoon,  and  the  table 
was  covered  with  letters,  each  having  a  blank 
space  for  the  name.  The  first  of  them  had 
been  dictated  by  the  Doctor  ;  the  rest  were 
copies.  They  explained  briefly  what  had 
happened,  and  were  to  be  sent  to  such  of  the 
parents  as  should  request  an  explanation. 
Though  the  Doctor  generally  liked  to  take 
the  bull  by  the  horns,  he  deemed  it  better  in 
this  case  to  wait  until  he  had  received  a  dig 
in  the  ribs,  after  which  he  would  be  ready  to 
act  without  a  moment's  delay. 

Sterne    had    urged    that   all    the    parents 
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should  be  written  to  without  waiting  for 
them  to  take  the  initiative.  He  wished  to 
place  an  insurmountable  barrier  between  the 
present  and  the  past — to  prevent  the  Doctor 
from  retracing  his  steps  ;  and  also  to  impose 
upon  him  an  act  of  penance,  sealing,  as  it 
were,  his  expressed  intention  to  make  a  fresh 
start.  No  doubt  it  was  the  very  thing  the 
austere  clergyman  would  have  done  himself; 
but  the  Doctor  shrank  from  it,  and  had  many 
reasons  against  it.  It  might  be  excellent 
morality,  he  said,  but  it  would  certainly  be 
pitiable  policy.  He  would  never  dream  of 
forcing  his  private  affairs  upon  those  who 
might  not  othervAase  hear  about  them.  If  he 
did,  they  would  probably  be  oifended  at  his 
presumption  in  supposing  them  to  take  the 
smallest  interest  in  him.  In  consenting  to 
the  present  plan,  he  had  gone  quite  far 
enough.  Sterne  sighed,  and  then  began  to 
write  the  letters  that  were  on  the  table  when 
Philip  entered  the  room. 

"  There  are  some  dreadful  lies  going  about 
the  village,"  cried  Philip,  "  and  I  have 
driven  over  to  ask  you  for  an  explanation." 
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"  Sit  down  first,  Philip/'  said  Sterne 
kindly.  "It's  nothing  to  be  greatly  alarmed 
about.  Here,  smoke  a  cigarette.  When  you 
have  heard  what  I  have  to  say,  you  will 
think  better  of  the  Doctor  than  you  have 
ever  done  before." 

"  But  some  scoundrel  is  saying  that  Nellie 
isn't  his  daughter." 

"  Patience,  Philip !  you  must  let  me  go 
my  own  pace." 

He  briefly  narrated  the  events  of  the  past 
year,  ending  with  what  had  occurred  at  the 
Rectory  on  the  previous  evening. 

"  This,"  he  continued,  "  effectually  disposes 
of  M.  Dubarri's  story.  He  is  an  impulsive^ 
hasty  old  fellow,  but  I  admit  his  conclusion 
was  not  unnatural,  especially  as  it  was  fos- 
tered by  the  Doctor  himself,  acting  as  usual 
with  the  best  motives  yet  in  a  way  that  is 
incomprehensible  to  me.  In  fact,  he  and  I 
see  things  from  totally  different  standpoints, 
both  doubtless  having  their  defects.  If  he 
has  some  qualities  I  should  like  altered,  he 
certainly   has    many   others    in    every   way 

VOL.  ITI.  0 


194  .  THE   OLD   ADAM. 

admirable.  Still,  as  you  see,  his  conduct 
with  regard  to  Arnold  has  placed  him  in 
a  very  unpleasant  position.  His  intentions 
were  even  better  in  Nellie's  case,  and  vet  his 
action  has  led  him  into  the  greatest  trouble 
merely  because  it  was  not  quite  straight- 
forward. To  explain  this  I  must  give  you  a 
scrap  of  his  flimily  history.  No,  Philip ; 
don't  throw  your  cigarette  away.  Well, 
light  another.  I  won't  say  a  word  if  you're 
going  to  dance  about  the  room." 

Philip,  who  had  risen  to  his  feet,  accord- 
ingly sat  down  again. 

''  Charles  Copingstone,  the  Doctor's  father," 
resumed  Sterne,  "  was  a  poor  clergyman.  He 
had  two  brothers,  both  business  men,  both  in 
comfortable  circumstances,  and  both  crotchety 
old  bachelors.  The  one  was  called  Cyprian 
and  the  other  Claude.  It  was  arranged  be- 
tween them  that,  should  a  son  be  born  to 
Charles,  he  was  to  be  named  after  his  two 
uncles.  One  14th  of  February,  however, 
Mrs.  Copingstone  presented  her  husband  with 
a  double  valentine  in  the  shape  of  twins,  and 
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thus  placed  him  in  an  awkward  dilemma. 
His  brothers  living  at  too  great  a  distance  to 
be  consulted,  he  solved  the  difficulty  and  at 
the  same  time  paid  each  of  them  a  delicate 
compliment  by  calling  one  twin  Claude  Cy- 
prian and  the  other  Cyprian  Claude.  The 
former  is  the  Doctor,  Arnold's  father ;  the 
latter  is  Nellie's  father." 

"  Now  I  understand  it  all,"  cried  Philip, 
after  an  astonished  stare.  "  When  Nellie's 
father  ran  away  from  Hastings,  the  Doctor 
took  her  as  his  own  daughter  in  order  to 
guard  her  from  scandal.  And  he  has  been 
suffering  all  this  for  her  sake  !  What  a  noble 
old  man  he  is  !  You  were  right  when  you 
told  me  to  withhold  my  judgment." 

"  The  Doctor  was  influenced  by  three 
motives  :  a  promise  to  his  wife  not  to  dis- 
-close  what  would  certainly  pain  and  might 
injure  their  adopted  daughter ;  a  fear  lest  a 
breath  of  scandal  should  damage  his  own 
prospects ;  and  a  wish  to  protect  Nellie, 
which,  I  believe,  was  the  most  powerful." 

A  characteristic  speech,  showing  not  only 
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a  generous  preference  for  looking  at  the 
better  side  of  human  nature,  but  also  his 
rigid  adherence  to  the  truth,  even  when  it 
detracted  from  the  virtues  of  the  friend  whom 
he  had  laboured  so  hard  io  prove  virtuous. 
The  second  of  these  motives,  it  will  be  re- 
membered, he  had  long  ago  considered  in- 
sufficient to  explain  the  Doctor's  behaviour. 

'*  What  became  of  Nellie's  father  ?  "  asked 
Philip. 

, "  It  is  one  of  the  mysteries  that  will  prob- 
ably never  be  solved  in  this  world.  He  was 
always  eccentric ;  he  had  given  much  trouble 
in  early  life  ;  and  his  wife's  death  seems  to 
have  upset  him  completely.  It  is  most  likely, 
I  fear,  that  he  ended  his  existence  by  drown- 
ing, for  some  of  his  previous  acts  point 
strongly  to  mental  derangement.  One  thing 
is  quite  certain  :  his  disappearance  at  the 
same  time  as  Miss  Merle — or  Madame  Far- 
nienti,  as  she  is  now — was  purely  a  coinci- 
dence. Of  course  this  was  not  the  opinion 
then ;  the  truth  only  came  out  last  night. 
When  the  Doctor,  who  was  living  near  Bir- 


AX   EXPLANATION.  197 

iningbam  at  the  time,  arrived  at  Hastings  in 
answer  to  a  telegram  from  his  brother's 
solicitor,  he  was  told  the  story  of  the  elope- 
ment. It  was  so  circumstantial  that  he  was 
obliged  to  believe  it.  No  other  conclusion 
seemed  possible,  and  if  any  doubts  had 
cropped  up,  they  would  have  been  swept 
nway  by  M.  Dubarri's  pursuit  after  the  sup- 
posed fugitives.  His  threats  of  vengeance 
decided  the  Doctor  to  act  promptly.  He  sold 
off  the  furniture  for  NelHe's  benefit,  buying 
for  himself  a  portrait  of  his  brother  which 
you  may  see  at  the  back  of  his  own  portrait 
in  the  study.  When  the  auction  was  over, 
he  hurried  away,  leaving  a  deaf  old  char- 
woman in  charge  of  the  house  until  he  could 
get  rid  of  the  lease.  Mistaken  by  the  re- 
semblance between  the  two,  she  supposed 
him  to  be  his  brother :  an  idea  that  he  pur- 
posely strengthened,  with  the  result  of 
deceiving  M.  Dubarri  on  his  return  from  his 
wildgoose  chase. 

"  The  Doctor  then  removed  from  Birming- 
ham to  London,  and  a  few  months  liter  to 
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Puddleton,  where,  as  we  know,  he  has  neg- 
lected no  precaution  for  guarding  his  secret. 
Still,  his  dread  of  its  being  discovered  was 
the  very  thing  that  led  to  the  discovery.  It 
made  him  so  suspicions  that  he  dug  for  him- 
self the  pitfall  which  Gaunt  was  quick  to  see 
and  utilize.  Poor  old  man,  I  fear  his  troubles 
are  not  over  yet." 

"  I  fully  appreciate  two  of  his  motives," 
said  Philip,  "  but  not  the  third.  It  was  very 
noble  indeed  of  him  to  go  on  suffering  for 
Nellie's  sake,  w^hen  by  a  few  words  lie  might 
have  escaped ;  I'm  not  likely  to  underesti- 
mate that.  But  suppose  his  unfortunate 
brother  had  married  Miss  Merle  and  deserted 
Nellie — for  no  reason  that  I  can  see — and 
suppose  it  had  become  known,  it  wouldn't 
have  mattered  two  straws  to  the  parents  of 
any  of  the  Doctor's  pupils.  It  couldn't  have 
hurt  him." 

"  He  knows  his  own  business  better  than 
you  do,  Philip.  His  fears  were  exaggerated, 
I  grant,  just  as  yours  would  be  if  you  sup- 
posed Nellie  to  be  in  any  danger;  but  I'm 
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afraid  you'll  soon  have  proof  that  they  were 
not  without  foundation.  Parents  are  '  kittle 
cattle '  to  deal  with.  They  actually  en- 
courage their  sons'  excesses,  wdiich  they  con- 
sider a  sort  of  absurd  malady,  less  hurtful 
than  mumps  or  measles,  but  more  inevitable 
to  youth,  as  if  a  definite  amount  of  sin  were 
bottled  up  in  every  one  and  ought  to  be  un- 
corked before  age  has  given  it  a  dangerous 
strength.  Bat  if  a  tutor  commits  a  single 
error,  however  trivial,  if  even  the  slightest 
suspicion  rests  upon  any  member  of  his 
family,  he  is  a  person  to  be  shunned  and 
shuddered  at.  You  see,  PhiHp,  I  am  in  an 
uncharitable  mood  to-day,  but  T  have  felt  it 
my  duty  to  recommend  the  Doctor  to  take  a 
certain  course,  and  it  is  sure  to  harm  him 
from  a  worldly  point  of  view." 

"  He  has  told  his  story  in  the  village." 

"  Yes,  by  my  advice." 

"  But  few  believe  it,"  said  Philip,  looking 
as  if  he  would  like  to  pound  a  little  faith  into 
the  incredulous. 

But    Sterne    answered    gently,    ''  I    think 


200  THE   OLD   ADAM. 

they  will,  when  their  judgment  has  had  time 
to  cool.  And  now  I  must  tell  you  the  reason 
why  I  have  been  so  careful  in  giving  you  all 
these  details.  You  are  to  be  the  Doctor's 
nephew." 

"•  Nephew !  "  It  was  hard  to  realize  the 
change  in  the  situation. 

"  Yes.  He  has  consented  to  your  marriage 
with  Nellie." 

This  announcement  gave  Philip  a  sudden 
shock  of  delight.  Though  he  had  all  along 
confidently  looked  forward  to  success,  it  quite 
took  his  breath  away  to  find  that  every 
obstacle  had  vanished.  The  past  had  become 
an  ugly  dream,  but  it  was  difficult  to  escape 
from  its  influence  in  a  moment.  Gaunt  gone 
and  the  Doctor  released  from  his  troubles — 
that  was  surely  something  to  be  thankful  for. 
And  now  Nellie  was  really  to  be  his !  The 
castles  they  had  built  together  rose  before 
his  dazzled  eyes,  and  his  cheeks  glowed  as  he 
gazed  upon  them. 

Suddenly  he  sprang  up  and  went  across  to 
Sterne. 
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''  I  owe  my  happiness  to  yon,"  he  said. 
^'  Yes,  I  know  it  as  well  as  if  you  had  told 
me.     How  can  T  thank  you  ?  " 

"  By  making  Nellie  a  good  husband." 

"  I  should  be  a  brute  if  I  didn't  for  her 
sake.  But  I  want  to  do  something  for  you. 
Oh,  please,  don't  shake  your  head,  for  I'm 
sure  you  don't  grudge  me  what  would  be  an 
addition  to  my  happiness,  and  sometimes,  you 
know,  the  mouse  can  help  the  lion.  The 
duke  " — he  referred  not  without  importance 
to  the  Duke  of  Tudor,  but  spoke  as  if  there 
were  only  one  duke  in  the  world  —  "  has  no 
end  of  livings  in  his  gift,  and  now  that 
Mildred  is  going  to  marry  Plantagenet,  w^e 
ought  to  be  able  to  get  a  rare  good  one  for 
you." 

Sterne  smiled  at  the  handsome,  fair-haired 
lad,  standing  by  the  side  of  his  chair,  and 
putting  forward  this  suggestion  with  a 
pleasant  mixture  of  modesty  and  j^^^i^^. 
Still,  he  had  no  wish  for  a  change,  the  place 
where  he  had  fought  and  conquered  having 
become   more  attractive  than  ever  ;  but  not 
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caring  to  tbrow  cold  water  upon  the  plans  of 
his  enthusiastic  young  friend,  let  him  rattle  on. 

Presently  Philip  discovered  that  he  had 
urgent  business  at  the  Eectory.  He  an- 
nounced the  discovery  with  surprise,  and 
immediately  afterwards  blushed  at  it,  endea- 
vouring to  hide  his  confusion  by  the  perform- 
ance of  a  sort  of  war-dance.  In  fact,  he 
was  in  such  an  excited  state  that  Sterne, 
thinking  of  the  Doctor,  almost  forcibly 
detained  him  to  dinner. 

The  entrance  of  Mrs.  Sterne  put  an  end 
to  all  opposition.  She  proved  as  sympathetic 
a  companion  as  a  young  lover  could  desire. 
Not  to  interfere  with  her  husband's  work, 
she  took  Philip  away  to  the  drawing-room, 
and,  after  he  had  sent  the  dog-cart  to  the 
Lark's -Nest,  they  sat  talking  of  Nellie  and  the 
coming  marriage. 

Mrs.  Sterne  assumed  quite  a  motherly  air 
towards  Philip.  Her  tones  and  manner  were 
delightfully  confidential.  She  gave  him 
many  hints  on  domestic  matters  ;  she  even 
furnished  his  home  from  top  to  bottom,  and 
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provided  it  with  staid  servants  who  knew 
their  business,  and  who  abound  in  the  matron's 
brain;  but  she  always  came  back  to  the  match 
itself,  for  which  she  took  a  large  share  of  the 
credit.  On  one  point  PhiUp  thoroughly 
agreed  with  her— that  Nellie  was  the  dearest 
girl  that  ever  lived. 

After  dinner  he  presented  himself  at  the 
Eectory.  The  door  was  opened  by  Higgins, 
whose  face  can  only  be  described  as  a  single 
solemn  smile.  Though  the  Doctor  s  sanction 
to  the  marriage  had  not  yet  been  announced, 
this  w^hite-headed  old  sphinx  seemed  to  know 
all  about  it.  Never  before  had  he  been  so 
gracious  ;  he  was  at  once  deferential,  patro- 
nising, and  fatherly.  As  he  led  the  way 
through  the  fine  old  hall,  with  its  oak 
carvings,  and  the  pictures  on  the  walls,  he 
seemed  anxious  not  to  turn  his  back  on  Philip, 
for  he  w^alked  sideways  like  a  crab,  talking- 
most  amiably  until  he  reached  the  drawing- 
room  door.  When  he  had  opened  it,  his  smile 
lost  some  of  its  solemnity. 

''  Mr.  Philip,  Miss  Nellie,"  he  announced^ 
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Lis  watchful  glance  passing  from  one  to  the 
other.  It  was  the  first  time  that  he  had  ever 
omitted  Philip's  surname. 

Nellie  was  alone,  reading  on  one  of  the 
couches.  The  room  had  a  very  cosy  appear- 
ance, the  lamp  being  lighted  and  coffee  on 
the  gipsy-table  in  front  of  her.  Before  she 
had  time  to  rise,  Philip  was  sitting  by  her 
side,  his  arm  around  her  waist,  his  lips 
pressed  to  hers — in  short,  serenely  happy. 

Time  went  by. 

"Didn't  I  tell  you  how  it  would  be?" 
exclaimed  the  lover,  wishing  to  inspire  a 
little  prenuptial  confidence  in  himself. 

"You  did,  you  big  wise  thing,"  murmured 
Nellie. 

"  Ha  !  ha  !  You'll  believe  me  another  time, 
my  blue-eyed  pet." 

"  We'll  see." 

"  And  now  it's  all  plain  sailing." 

"  No,  Philip.    My  fa Oh,  how  strange 

it  all  is  !     My  dear  kind  uncle  is  in  great 

distress.     If  the  pupils  go,  I — I Oh,  T 

don't  know  what  will  happen  to  him." 
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"  But  they  shan't  go,  pretty  croaker.  Dear 
me,  I'll  make  them  swallow  the  truth,  and 
nothing  but  the  truth.  I'll  spend  the  whole 
day  to-morrow — remember,  I'm  no  longer  a 
pupil,  Nellie — in  walking  about  the  village, 
proving  to  everybody  what  a  noble  man  the 
Doctor  is." 

"  But  if  they  don't  believe  you  ?  " 

"  Then  I'll  knock  them  down,  or  get 
knocked  down  in  trying." 

He  was  mischievously  watcbiog  her,  to 
see  how  far  she  accepted  this  ferocious  utter- 
ance. Of  a  sudden,  a  strangely  anxious  ex- 
pression leaped  into  her  young  face.  There 
was  a  paper  shade  over  the  lamp ;  without  a 
word,  he  rose  and  removed  it.  Then  he  sat 
down  and  scrutinized  Nellie  with  intense 
earnestness. 

"  Why,  you're  quite  feverish,  Nellie,"  he 
said.  "  I  thought  you  were  blushing — when 
I  came  in  —  but  your  cheeks  are  like  fire. 
You're  not  ill." 

"  I  don't  think  it's  anything  more  than  a 
bad  headache,  Philip." 
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He  gave  a  great  sigh  of  relief,  but,  sanguine 
as  he  had  always  been  hitherto,  looked  at  her 
doubtfully. 

"  A  headache  doesn't  make  one's  face  red 
and  hot,"  he  said. 

"  You  see,  it  has  made  mine." 

''  Nellie,  I  feel  sure  you  ought  to  go  to  bed 
immediately  ;  at  least,  the  very  moment  I 
am  gone.  And  you  ought  to  have  Dr. 
Fogge." 

But  the  positions  were  now  reversed, 
Nellie  taking  the  brighter  view.  She  laughed 
at  the  idea  of  seeing  a  doctor  for  a  trifling 
ailment  which  would  be  gone  in  the  morning. 
It  was  nothing  to  make  a  fuss  about,  she 
declared;  and  yet  there  was  a  strange  languor 
in  her  movements,  an  effort  in  everything 
she  did,  that '  showed  how  much  her  brave 
face  cost  her.  One  moment  she  was  hot,  and 
the  next  cold,  and  she  drank  a  great  quantity 
of  coffee.  Philip  was  quite  right ;  she  ought 
to  have  been  in  bed  long  ago,  and  would 
have  been,  but  for  her  wish  not  to  add  to  the 
Doctor's  anxiety. 
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He  came  in  presently,  looking  so  cheerful 
that  none  could  have  guessed  his  trouble. 
Now  that  his  oppressor  was  gone,  he  had 
regained  his  old  elasticity  of  spirits.  There 
was  no  despondency  in  his  aj)pearance,  but 
rather  energy,  determination,  and  confidence 
in  the  resources  that  had  proved  so  serviceable 
when,  as  now,  he  was  free. 

He  greeted  Philip  with  great  warmth,  but, 
after  learning  that  Sterne  had  given  a  full 
explanation,  made  no  further  allusion  to  the 
past.  He  seemed  anxious  to  forget  it.  The 
future  was  a  far  pleasanter  to]3ic.  He  was 
going  to  see  Arnold  and  Hebe  to-morrow,  he 
said  ;  he  had  to  provide  for  them,  which  would 
require  a  good  deal  of  thinking ;  probably, 
he  would  bring  Arnold  back  with  him  for  a 
day  or  two. 

He  talked  chiefly,  however,  of  the  prospects 
of  his  companions,  Nellie  and  Philip,  not  in 
a  serious,  business-like  way — it  was  neither 
the  time  nor  the  place  for  that — but  with 
pleasant,  jocular  good-humour,  which  set  the 
young  couple  completely  at  their  ease.     There 
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had  been  difficulties,  but  they  were  gone. 
Henceforth,  these  three  were  to  be  the  best  of 
friends. 

To  the  account  of  this  day's  proceedings^ 
one  sentence  must  be  added.  Every  pupil^ 
writing  home  to  announce  his  safe  arrival, 
filled  np  his  letter  with  the  various  a'ccounts 
of  what  had  happened,  Mr.  Valentine  Gaunt's- 
version  being  among  the  number. 


(     209     ) 


CHAPTER  X. 

TOTTERING. 

The  Doctor  left  Puddleton  with  the  usual 
pretence  of  slyness — sent  his  empty  carriage 
through  the  village  and  walked  across  the 
fields  to  meet  it.  A  fresh  start !  Ah  well ! 
it  is  easier  to  turn  ^'  the  old  Adam  "  with  his 
face  to  the  wall  than  it  is  to  get  rid  of  him 
entirely.  So  long  as  he  is  not  too  obtrusive, 
we  should  be  content.  If  he  is  put  out  of 
sight,  there  is  no  need  to  turn  the  picture 
round  in  order  to  look  at  the  other  side.  The 
Doctor's  method  of  departure  was  one  of  his 
most  harmless  tricks,  and  he  was  not  likely 
to  change  it  in  a  hurry. 

There  would,  he  knew,  be  much"  confusion 
owing  to  his  absence  at  this  critical  period  of 
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the  term,  but  it  gave  him  no  uneasiness. 
Indeed,  he  was  rather  pleased  than  otherwise. 
It  would  afford  him  an  excellent  opportunity 
of  proving  to  tutors  and  pupils  alike  that  he 
had  not  lost  his  cunning :  a  sort  of  field-day 
when  he  would  again  appear  as  commander- 
in-chief.  By  his  keenness  of  penetration,  his 
promptitude,  his  decision,  he  would  show 
them  his  skill  in  evolving  order  from  dis- 
order, and  so  reassert  his  authority.  It 
would  require  work,  of  course,  but  he  liked 
work — could  not  do  without  it,  in  fact,  and 
the  end  was  worth  striving  for. 

It  was  a  pleasant  prospect  that  the  old  man 
conjured  up.  He  gazed  at  it  the  more 
steadily  because  he  doubted,  careful  as  he 
was  to  conceal  his  doubts  from  others. 
Formerly,  on  such  occasions  as  the  present,  he 
would  have  been  busy  with  his  pencil  and 
notebook^  settling  the  work  of  each  pupil 
and  every  detail  of  his  plans.  But  this 
bright  September  morning  he  contented  him- 
self wath  regarding  the  general  effect  from  a 
distance.     It  may  have  been  the  motion  of 
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the  carriage  along  the  pretty  country  road, 
with  the  picturesque  old  trees  marking  its 
course  through  the  sunlit  fields ;  but  the 
Doctor,  lying  back  among  the  cushions, 
abandoned  himself  to  day-dreams.  A  strange 
thing  for  him  to  do  ! 

Sometimes,  it  is  true,  his  doubts  got  the 
better  of  him,  and  he  permitted  himself  the 
luxury  of  a  sigh.  There  was  nobody  to  see 
or  hear  him^  so  wliat  did  it  matter  ?  It  was 
an  indulgence  for  which  he  had  no  leisure  as 
a  rule,  but  now  he  could  go  further — he  could 
even  confess  that  he  was  just  a  little  weary. 
The  difficulties  to  be  grappled  with  looked 
more  formidable  than  they  would  once  have 
done.  He  felt  conscious  of  a  certain  loss  of 
power  and  a  greater  irritation  at  trifles,  con- 
sequent upon  the  severe  buffeting  he  had 
lately  received.  He  scarcely  liked  to  admit 
it,  and  yet  it  would  force  itself  upon  him. 
Besides,  the  old  incentive  to  action  had  been 
deprived  of  much  of  its  strength,  for  he  was 
buildino:  in  order  that  another  than  his  son 
should  inherit.     At  the  same  time,  he  had 
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decided  that  the  other  should  be  Leonard 
Sterne,  who  deserved  his  reward  if  ever  a 
man  deserved  anything.  It  was  a  great 
consolation  to  think  that  the  establishment 
would,  after  his  death,  be  ruled  over  by  his 
trusty  friend.  He,  no  doubt,  would  preserve 
its  fair  fame,  though  he  was  too  inflexible  to 
keep  it  at  its  present  level.  There  would  be 
plenty  of  money  for  Arnold  and  plenty  for 
Nellie. 

And  then  the  Doctor  remembered  that  he 
had  not  seen  her  before  starting.  She  had 
sent  him  a  message  expressing  her  regret  at 
not  being  able  to  get  downstairs  in  time  to 
see  him  off.  In  his  haste  he  had  never  given 
it  another  thought.  For  the  first  time  it 
occurred  to  him  that  she  had  not  been  looking 
well  for  the  last  day  or  two.  Surely  she 
could  not  be  ill !  Here  was  a  fresh  source  of 
anxiety  for  the  unfortunate  old  man. 

He  arrived  in  London  shortly  before  noon, 
and,  entering  a  hansom,  drove  at  once  to  his 
destination. 

Like    most    local    potentates,    the   Doctor 
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detested  London,  not  only  because  it  lowered 
him  in  tlie  social  scale,  but  also  because  he 
was  obliged  to  exchange  the  comfortable 
steeple  hat  for  the  uncomfortable  top  hat, 
and  to  wear  such  clothes  as  his  clerical  tailor 
told  him  were  the  latest  fashion.  They 
always  made  him  feel,  he  once  observed,  as  if 
he  were  tied  up  in  a  bag. 

It  was  no  mild  form  of  penance  for  him  to 
have  to  endure  the  bustle  and  noise  of  the 
streets.  He  was  very  glad  when  the  hansom 
stopped  at  the  little  house  in  the  Harrow 
Road.  Though  unprepared  for  its  dingy 
appearance,  he  did  not  start  as  Mrs.  Pike 
and  Hebe  had  done.  Whatever  his  feelings 
may  have  been,  he  kept  them  well  under 
control,  knowing  that  he  was  probably  being 
inspected  from  the  windows.  It  was  with  a 
cheerful  face  and  an  upright  carriage  that 
the  tall,  wiry  old  man  walked  to  the  door 
and  knocked. 

He  was  admitted  by  a  neat  servant 
temporarily  engaged  by  Mrs.  Pike.  She 
had   a   clean   face,    clean   cap,  ^clean   apron. 
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Everything  about  her,  even  her  smile, 
showed  that  she  had  been  carefully  trained 
to  receive  this  particular  visitor,  who,  alas ! 
took  as  little  notice  of  her  as  he  did  of  Mr. 
Pike's  umbrella  in  the  hall. 

She  ushered  him  into  the  sitting-room, 
where  Arnold  was  standing  with  his  back  to 
the  grate. 

The  old  man  had  entered  with  quite  a 
jaunty  air;  but  at  the  sight  of  Arnold,  the 
smile  vanished  and  a  sudden  weakness  over- 
powered him.  He  faltered  for  a  moment, 
and  then  rushed  forward,  stretching  out  his 
hand,  which  had  made  an  involuntary  move- 
ment to  his  side,  and  there  welled  up  from 
his  heart  the  words — 

"  My  son — my  son  !  " 

But  Arnold  stood  motionless,  gazing  with 
awe  and  pity  at  the  white  hair  and  beard  and 
the  deeply  lined  face. 

"  And  I  have  done  this!"  he  said,  thinking 
aloud. 

"  No — oh  no  1 "  eagerly  cried  the  Doctor, 
drawing  himself  more  erect.  The  need  of 
overcoming   this   difficulty   gave   him   fresh 
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strength.  "  Not  you,  Arnold — certainly  not 
— but  that  man  Gaunt.  You  know,  he  has 
been  behaving  in  a  most  shameful  way,  and 
I  have  had  great  trouble  with  him — ^very 
great  trouble  indeed.  If  I  am  at  all  changed, 
it  is  he " 

"  It  is  exceedingly  kind  of  you  to  say  so, 
father,"  interrupted  Arnold  gently,  ''  but  Mr. 
Sterne  has  told  me  the  truth." 

The  Doctor  reddened  like  a  schoolboy. 

"  Where  is  Hebe  ?  "  he  asked  hastily.  "  I 
am  so  anxious  to  see  her." 

"  She  will  be  here  presently.  But  I  must 
first  tell  you " 

"  No,  no,  Arnold  ;  don't  tell  me  anything. 
Now,  what  would  you  like  to  do  ?  That's 
the  most  important  question.  I'll  provide 
the  money ;  but,  if  possible,  I  should  like  to 
have  you  both  somewhere  near  me.  What 
do  you  say  to  my  buying  Ferndale  for  you  ? 
At  once,  eh  ?  It  is  capital  land,  with  a  good, 
comfortable  house ;  and  I  could  easily  get  a 
man  to  teach  you  farming  until  you  could 
stand  on  your  own  legs." 
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"  You    make    me    feel "  said    Arnold 

sadly. 

But  again  the  Doctor  interrupted  him. 

"  Then  there  is  Hebe.  She  would  like  to 
be  near  her  parents,  and  they,  I'm  sure, 
would  like  it  too.  We  old  people  have  our 
fancies,  you  know." 

The  door  opened  to  admit  Hebe,  looking 
very  frightened  and  confused.  She  wore  her 
most  becoming  dress ;  the  arrangement  of 
her  golden  hair  showed  that  a  vast  amount 
of  attention  had  been  paid  to  it  ;  there  was 
even  a  slight  trace  of  powder  on  her  pretty 
face,  though  it  was  not  successful  in  hiding 
the  blushes.  It  requires  a  tolerably  solid 
coat  of  paint  to  do  that. 

The  Doctor  soon  banished  Hebe's  timidity. 
It  brought  the  tears  into  Arnold's  eyes  to  see 
him  bend  down  to  kiss  the  shy,  upturned 
girlish  face.  The  mixture  of  courtesy  and 
fatherly  tenderness  in  his  manner  was  sin- 
gularly touching.  He  led  her  to  the  couch, 
sat  down  by  her  side^  and  chatted  to  her  as 
pleasantly  as  if  there  was  no  past  to  forgive 
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and  forget.  Under  liis  care,  the  conversa- 
tion glided  smoothly  from  one  safe  topic  to 
another.  When  it  threatened  to  take  too 
serious  a  turn,  he  dived  into  his  abundant 
store  of  anecdotes  and  set  the  young  couple 
laughing,  and,  when  tlie  laughter  flagged, 
laid  before  them  a  delightful  programme  for 
the  future.  He  had  never  been  seen  to 
greater  advantage.  It  was  perhaps  the  first 
real  glimpse  that  Arnold  ever  got  of  the  true 
simplicity  lying  beneath  the  artificial  web 
with  which  his  father  had  loved  to  cover 
himself. 

Hebe  was  charmed  with  the  idea  of  living 
at  Ferndale,  a  very  pretty  place  about  a  mile 
from  the  village.  Nothing  could  be  sweeter, 
she  declared.  Pleased  with  his  success,  the 
Doctor  went  on  to  tell  her  of  his  other  plans. 
By  an  arrangement  with  Mrs.  Strathclyde 
and  the  Duke  of  Tudor,  he  hoped  to  secure 
the  Manor  for  Philip  and  Nellie  ;  and  Sterne 
was  to  have  a  large  increase  of  salary  at 
once,  and  afterwards  to  succeed  to  the  living 
and  the  pupils.     He  only  regretted,  he  said, 
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that  his  good  friend  was  childless.  A  sigh 
rose  to  his  lips,  and,  seeing  that  he  was 
treading  on  dangerous  ground,  he  dashed 
into  a  lighter  vein. 

And  now  the  others  trickled  in,  their  order 
and  the  intervals  between  them  being  ob- 
viously the  result  of  design.  First  came 
Mrs.  Pike,  smiling,  yet  not  without  anxiety ; 
then  Mr.  Pike,  with  a  holiday  mien  which 
was  held  in  check  by  his  collar  ;  and  finally 
M.  Dubarri,  who  pounced  upon  the  Doctor 
and  violently  shook  him  by  the  hand,  in  spite 
of  a  look  that  should  have  warned  him  to  be 
less  demonstrative.  Indeed,  it  seemed  as  if 
a  current  of  cold  air  had  entered  with  each 
of  the  new  arrivals,  for  a  constraint  had 
fallen  upon  the  whole  party. 

The  change  was  due  to  the  Doctor,  who 
was  being  watched  even  more  anxiously  than 
he  had  ever  been  at  Puddleton.  An  unmis- 
takable stiffness  had  come  over  his  manner, 
and  it  had  communicated  itself  in  some 
degree  to  the  others.  He  was  annoyed  to 
find  that  the  lawyer  and  his  wife  showed  no 
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sense  of  the  honour  conferred  upon  them  by 
their  daughter's  marriage  with  his  son.  By 
the  way  they  spoke,  they  might  be  welcom- 
ing a  stranger  into  their  family,  whereas  that 
was  the  position  for  him  to  take,  though  of 
course  he  could  not  do  so  now.  Clearly,  as 
the  Doctor  had  admitted  to  himself,  he  was 
more  liable  to  irritation  than  he  used  to  be. 

He  recovered  himself  presently,  however, 
and  invited  the  whole  party  to  lunch  with 
him  at  his  favourite  restaurant,  where  he 
ordered  everything  on  the  menu.  It  is 
always  the  way  with  these  habitually  frugal 
men  when  they  really  lay  themselves  out  to 
please ;  they  plunge  headlong  into  extra- 
vagances that  make  the  spendthrift  stare. 
Dish  after  dish  and  wine  after  wine  appeared 
on  the  table,  most  of  them  to  be  removed 
scarcely  tasted.  The  waiter,  who  occasionally 
retired  to  a  quiet  corner  to  laugh,  had  only 
to  hint  that  something  was  out  of  season, 
and  the  Doctor  promptly  declared  it  must  be 
brought. 

Afterwards  it  occurred  to  him  that  HeLe 
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would  like  to  go  to  some  place  of  amusement, 
and  knowing  nothing  of  London  except  in  so 
far  as  it  concerned  his  business  affairs,  he 
suggested  Madame  Tussaud's.  She  agreed, 
of  course.  So  thither  they  all  went  in  a 
couple  of  cabs. 

There  is  no  need  to  relate  the  many 
adventures  of  this  strange  day.  That  the 
Doctor  was  bored  goes  without  saying,  yet 
he  expressed  himself  greatly  pleased,  and  did 
everything  in  his  power  to  provide  enter- 
tainment for  Hebe.  Before  he  left,  he  bouo-ht 
for  her  a  magnificent  diamond  bracelet  and 
some  other  jewelry,  so  they  parted  on  the 
best  of  terms. 

Arnold  and  M.  Dubarri  accompanied  him 
back  to  Puddleton,  the  one  to  undertake  his 
new  duties  and  the  other  to  look  at  the 
proposed  farm.  The  carriage  met  tLem  at 
Stilbury. 

During  the  homeward  drive  through  the 
twilight,  the  Doctor  told  his  companions  the 
story  that  Mr.  Valentine  Gaunt  had  put  in 
circulation.     He  relied  upon  them,  he  said, 
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to  do  their  utmost  to  disprove  it,  for  which 
they  were  better  situated  than  anybody  ehe. 
It  was  a  fatal  mistake  to  underestimate  a 
threatened  danger,  and  he  could  not  disguise 
the  fact  that,  unless  the  scandal  were  nipped 
in  the  bud,  it  might  do  him  a  terrible  injury. 

Arnold  said  very  little.  He  sat  with 
tightened  muscles  and  fists  clenched,  and 
breathed  as  heavily  as  if  he  had  been  run- 
ning a  mile.  If  Mr.  Valentine  Gaunt  should 
ever  chance  to  fall  into  his  hands,  it  would 
go  hard  with  him.  But  M.  Dubarri  could 
scarcely  keep  still,  he  was  so  excited.  He 
declaimed  in  violent  terms  against  *'  the 
crafty  fellow,"  and  promised  a  regular  cru- 
sade through  the  whole  parish  ;  and  as  he 
spoke,  tapping  the  Doctor  on  the  knee  every 
now  and  again,  his  keen  little  eyes  glowed  in 
the  dusk  like  a  cat's.  His  vehemence  was 
rather  trying  to  the  Doctor,  but  he  could  not 
help  being  kindly  disposed  towards  one  who 
espoused  his  cause  with  such  evident  sincerity. 

Indeed,  there  was  no  nonsense  about  M. 
Dubarri  when  once  his  feelino:s  were  enlisted. 
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When  he  reached  the  Hive,  he  lost  no  time 
in  introducing  himself  to  the  pnpils  and 
laying  bare  to  them  his  history,  concluding 
with  the  invention  of  the  invaluable  chimney- 
pot, which  he  moderately  put  at  double  its 
former  price. 

*'  I  am  frank,  you  see,  my  friends,"  he  said  ; 
and  they  thoroughly  agreed  with  him.  "But 
why  ?  Ah  !  I  have  a  reason  for  it,  you  may 
be  sure.  I  am  not  a  fool ;  never  fear.  That 
rascal  Gaunt,  has  he  not  lied  against  the 
good  Doctor  ?  You  might  believe  him  ;  and 
after,  there  would  be  trouble.  That  is  why 
I  have  told  you  the  truth." 

They  thought  him  a  wonderfully  amusing 
old  fellow.  His  comical  face,  his  animated 
gestures,  his  baggy  trousers  and  antique 
frock-coat,  all  added  to  the  effect  and  kept 
them  in  roars  of  laughter.  Far  into  the 
nio^ht  he  sat  with  them  in  their  common 
room,  while  they  stood,  sat,  and  lounged 
around,  listening  to  his  tales  of  marvellous 
adventures  by  sea  and  land  :  tales  that  made 
them   nudge   one    another   and   wink    slyly. 
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Notwithstanding  tlie  Ribbon  of  the  Legion  of 
Honour,  they  could  not  quite  believe  the 
valour  of  this  shrivelled  old  warrior  to  have 
been  as  fiery  as  he  made  out.  Still,  when 
they  separated  for  bed,  it  would  be  hard  to 
say  whether  he  was  more  pleased  with  them 
or  they  with  him,  for  if  much  of  his  talk  was 
decidedly  "  tall,"  it  lacked  the  objectionable 
quality  of  self-assertiveness.  At  the  same 
time,  it  may  fairly  be  questioned  whether  it 
was  a  good  beginning  for  a  new  tutor. 

Next  morning,  when  M.  Dubarri  should 
have  started  work  with  his  pupils,  an  un- 
expected hitch  occurred.  The  Doctor,  who 
had  promised  to  be  on  the  spot  in  order  to 
"  set  them  going,"  never  turned  up.  This 
was  all  the  more  extraordinary,  because  he 
usually  began  the  day  by  popping  his  head 
into  each  class-room  in  turn.  Hour  after 
hour  they  waited  for  him,  their  patience 
being  due  to  more  anecdotes  from  M. 
Dubarri.  But  the  morning  passed  without 
his  appearing  among  them. 

The   Doctor's    absence   was   due    to    two 
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causes  :  firstly,  Nellie's  illness,  which  had 
now  completely  prostrated  her  ;  secondly,  an 
avalanche  of  letters  from  anxious  and,  in  some 
cases,  angry  parents,  some  requesting  an  ex- 
planation, and  others  demanding  that  their 
sons  should  be  sent  back  at  once.  One  thing- 
was  especially  noticeable — those  who  were  the 
deepest  in  the  Doctor's  debt  were  the  most 
virulent  against  him.  To  put  their  words  in 
plain  language,  they  said  it  was  a  shocking 
thing  that  a  clergyman,  professing  to  take 
charge  of  the  morality  as  well  as  the  educa- 
tion of  youth,  should  have  set  such  a  frightful 
example.  Even  by  his  own  account,  he  had 
been  guilty  of  fraud  in  putting  forward  his 
niece  as  his  daughter,  and  in  declaring  a  son 
who  was  performing  in  a  London  music-hall 
to  be  at  the  University.  Some  had  the 
execrable  taste  to  allude  to  the  disappearance 
of  Nellie's  father,  to  treat  it  as  a  grave 
offence  rather  than  a  misfortune,  and — on 
the  ground  that  these  things  ran  in  the 
blood — to  lay  it  on  the  Doctor's  already  over- 
burdened shoulders. 


TOTTERING.  225 

The  long  and  sliort  of  this  melancholy 
affair  was  the  reduction  of  the  pupils  from 
an  expected  hundred  and  twenty  to  an 
actual  sixty. 

Most  of  those  who  remained  behind  were 
old  st^igers.  Their  parents  knew  the  Doctor 
and  believed  in  him.  They  were  in  a  mea- 
sure his  friends,  and,  as  such,  looked  at  his 
motives  rather  than  his  acts.  One  or  two 
even  went  so  far  as  to  say  that  under  the 
same  circumstances  they  would  have  taken 
the  same  line  of  conduct.  It  was  an  interest- 
ing subject  for  discussion ;  and,  news  being 
dull  that  autumn,  it  provoked  a  wordy  war- 
fare in  many  a  country  house. 

But  leaving  the  abstract  question  to  settle 
itself,  it  will  be  seen  that  the  position  might 
have  been  very  much  worse.  At  one  time^ 
the  Doctor  had  looked  forward  to  twenty 
pupils,  at  two  hundred  pounds  a  year  each, 
as  the  acme  of  his  ambition  ;  and  yet  here 
he  had  sixty  at  three  hundred  !  A  wreck, 
no  doubt ;  but  a  wreck  worth  clinging  to 
with  tooth  and  nail.    Still,  with  his  elevation^ 
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he  had  gradually  acquired  wider  views,  and 
what  he  would  once  have  considered  a  bound- 
less fortune  had  now  shrunk  to  a  miserable 
pittance.  At  the  same  time,  it  was  not  the 
money  that  he  cared  about,  though  he  was 
grieved  at  being  obliged  to  curtail  his 
arrangements  for  Arnold  and  NelHe  ;  it  was 
the  destruction  of  his  hopes,  the  disaster  to 
his  own  fame. 

That  the  Doctor's  spirit  had  not  been 
broken  by  Mr.  Valentine  Gaunt's  methodical 
cruelty,  he  now  showed.  Instead  of  dis- 
missing any  of  his  tutors,  he  retained  the 
whole  staff  at  their  old  salaries,  and  offered 
to  each  a  handsome  sum  for  every  success  in 
his  particular  subject.  He  divided  the  classes 
so  that  every  pupil  should  receive  almost 
constant  attention ;  supervised  all  the  work 
himself,  down  to  the  minutest  details ;  spared 
neither  time  nor  trouble  to  bring  his  plans  to 
the  highest  state  of  efficiency ;  and  kept 
tutors  and  pupils  working  like  galley-slaves, 
though  as  usual  he  was  on  the  alert  for  the 
least  sign  of  distress  and  ready  to  apply  the 
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proper  remedy.  In  short,  he  had  determined 
to  put  every  other  tutor  in  the  shade  at  the 
next  examination.  He  would  thus  be  revenged 
upon  those  who  had  withdrawn  their  sons,  bring 
many  of  them  back  as  suppliants,  and  retrieve 
his  fallen  fortune.  His  energy  was  mar- 
vellous. It  gained  for  him  a  host  of  friends, 
for  if  there  is  one  quality  more  than  another 
that  an  Englishman  admires,  it  is  the  sturdy 
courage  that  will  not  acknowledge  defeat. 

One  evening,  a  few  days  after  his  visit  to 
London,  he  was  sitting  in  his  study.  Paper, 
pens,  and  ink  were  on  the  table  before  him, 
but  he  was  leaning  back  in  his  chair,  his 
grey  head  resting  in  his  hand.  He  looked 
tired — yes,  he  was  always  tired  after  dinner 
— and  anxious,  yet  he  was  evidently  waiting 
to  catch  the  faintest  sound  in  the  hall.  Once 
he  walked  impatiently  to  the  door,  opened  it, 
and  stood  there  listening,  only  to  sigh  wearily 
and  return  to  his  seat.  For  what  seemed  to 
him  an  interminable  time,  the  silence  was 
broken  only  by  the  ticking  of  the  clock  on 
the  mantelpiece. 
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At  length  there  was  a  footstep  in  the  hall. 
He  sat  erect,  rigid,  gazing  with  intense 
eagerness  at  the  door. 

Mr.  Fogge  entered.  The  surgeon  was  a 
melancholy  little  wizened  man,  with  a  white 
face  and  black  hair.  Looking  at  him,  one 
instinctively  thought,  "  What  a  healthy  place 
Puddleton  must  be ! "  He  had  just  been 
paying  a  visit  to  Nellie,  whose  complaint  he 
appeared  to  have  found  some  difficulty  in 
diagnosing.  AVhen  he  had  closed  the  door, 
he  shuffled  up  to  the  table  without  speaking. 

''  Well  ?  "  exclaimed  the  Doctor. 

"  The  absence  of  any  eruption " 

"  Oh,  never  mind  that.  Is  she  worse  or 
better  ?  " 

"  The  disease  must  run  its  course,"  replied 
Mr.  Fogge  dismally. 

"  But  what  is  it  ?  " 

"  It  is,  as  I  feared,  a  case  of  typhoid 
fever." 

Agony  and  despair  were  written  on  the  old 
man's  face.  He  bowed  his  head  beneath  the 
heaviest  blow  that  had  yet  fallen  upon  him. 
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Not  only  was  Nellie's  life  in  danger,  but,  if  he 
should  divulge  the  nature  of  her  malady,  he 
felt  that  not  a  pupil  would  be  left  to  him.  It 
was  a  terrible  temptation.  He  dared  not  look 
at  the  surgeon.  Covering  his  eyes  with  his 
hand,  he  lay  back  in  his  chair. 
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CHAPTER  XL 

THE    END. 

The  Doctor  had  now  reached  the  severest 
struggle  of  his  whole  life.  Beside  it,  his 
recent  trials  sank  into  insignificance,  for  here 
the  issue  depended  solely  upon  the  exercise  of 
his  own  will.  On  the  one  hand  lay  every- 
thing that  he  had  set  his  heart  upon  ;  on  the 
other,  the  extinction  of  his  hopes,  together 
with  loss  of  occupation,  which  not  infrequently 
means  death  to  a  man  whose  existence  is 
w^rapped  up  in  his  business.  The  former  was 
to  be  gained  by  a  mere  suppression  of  the 
truth ;  the  latter  would  be  the  consequence  of 
straightforward  conduct,  which  ought  surely 
to  be  a  safeguard  against  trouble  if  his  past 
sufferings  had  any  moral  at  all. 
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If  the  disease  could  have  been  traced  to  its 
source,  such  as  the  milk  supply  from  any 
particular  farm — a  view  that  Mr.  Fogge  was 
inclined  to  favour — the  Doctor  would  scarcely 
have  hesitated  as  to  which  course  to  pursue. 
But  it  so  happened  that  Nellie's  was  not  the 
only  case  in  the  parish  ;  the  child  living  in 
the  cottage  among  the  fir-trees  was  similarly 
affected,  and  no  connection  could  be  found 
between  them.  Clearly,  then,  an  insidious 
foe  was  in  their  midst,  and,  not  knowing 
whence  it  had  sprung,  they  could  do  no- 
thing to  prevent  it  from  committing  further 
mischief. 

The  question  before  the  Doctor  seems  a 
very  simple  one.  Would  he,  or  would  he 
not,  be  justified  in  hushing  up  this  outbreak 
of  typhoid  fever ;  and  perhaps  in  prevari- 
cating on  the  subject,  for  some  inquiries 
were  sure  to  be  addressed  to  him  ? 

Yet  if  you  will  think  of  all  that  depended 
upon  the  answer,  if  you  will  fairly  weigh  the 
arguments  on  both  sides — the  many  chances 
against  the  infection's  spreading^  to  a  pupil 
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and  the  almost  certain  ruin  of  publicity — and 
if  you  will  remember  what  a  shifting  ground 
is  the  abstract  principle  of  right  and  wrong, 
you  will  not  wonder  that  the  old  man  was 
sorely  tried.  A  deft  dealer  in  subterfuge,  he 
had  taken  to  a  more  legitimate  business,  only  to 
encounter  at  the  outset  this  terrible  obstacle. 

His  first  thought  was  for  Nellie.  He 
expressed  his  intention  of  telegraphing  next 
morningy  as  soon  as  the  post-office  opened, 
for  a  London  physician.  Not  that  he  enter- 
tained any  want  of  confidence  in  Mr.  Fogge, 
he  said  ;  but  a  consultation  could  do  no  harm 
and  might  do  good ;  he  always  liked  to  bring 
his  full  force  into  action  before  the  enemy 
had  time  to  deploy  into  line. 

His  last  words  to  the  surgeon  were  : 

"  Remember,  Mr.  Fogge,  not  a  syllable  of 
this  until  I  see  you  again." 

"  You  may  rely  upon  me,  Dr.  Copingstone. 
Good  night  to  you." 

And  Mr.  Fogge  glided  away  like  an  uneasy 
ghost. 

The  Doctor,  who  had  accompanied  him  to 
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the  door,  returned  to  his  study  and  began  to 
pace  to  and  fro  :  a  sure  sign  of  great  agita- 
tion, for  he  seldom  stirred  from  his  seat  in 
the  evening.  As  he  walked,  the  fingers  of 
both  hands  kept  passing  through  and  through 
his  scanty  grey  locks,  and  his  careworn  face 
was  bedewed  with  perspiration.  But  the 
eyes  tliat  so  often  sparkled  with  fun,  were  the 
saddest  sight ;  they  were  brimful  of  darkness, 
as  if  the  light  were  turned  upon  the  fierce 
struggle  going  on  within. 

More  than  once  he  hesitated  near  the  bell, 
but  passed  on  again.  At  length  he  made  a 
swift  movement  towards  it,  and  rang  it  with 
desperate  energy. 

Higgins  appeared. 

The  Doctor  stood  with  his  back  towards 
him — never  stirred  at  his  entrance.  Higgins 
looked  solemn  and,  as  usual,  watchful,  but 
was  too  discreet  to  exhibit  any  curiosity. 
Knowing  his  master  well,  he  waited  in 
silence. 

Suddenly  the  Doctor  turned  and  said  with 
suppressed  excitement — 
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"  Higgins — the  window — it's  cold." 

"  Yes,  sir." 

The  white-headed  manservant  showed  no 
surprise,  though  the  veins  were  standing  out 
on  the  Doctor's  forehead  and  his  face  was  as 
red  as  poor  Nellie's  upstairs.  He  merely 
walked  to  both  windows,  closed  them,  and 
retired. 

The  Doctor  resumed  his  restless  tramp. 
He  clasped  his  hands,  and  his  eyes  wandered 
about  the  room  as  if  they  were  searching  for 
a  way  of  escape.  Presently  they  fell  upon 
the  double  picture  and  he  halted  before  it, 
looking  apparently  at  it  but  really  at  his 
past  life.  Out  of  the  mist  came  a  procession 
of  shadowy  forms,  each  pleading  and  arguing 
with  him,  taking  one  side  or  the  other,  and 
vanishing  to  give  place  to  the  next. 

In  the  end,  he  again  rang  the  bell. 

"  Tell  Mr.  Sterne,"  he  said  to  Higgins,  "  I 
want  him  at  once."  He  spoke  as  if  afraid  of 
himself.  "  At  once,  Higgins  !  Don't  lose  a 
moment." 

When  the  door  had  closed,  he  dropped  into 
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his  chair,  so  heavily  that  every  particle  of 
strength  seemed  to  have  left  his  body.  Yet 
it  was  only  a  minute  or  two  later  that  he 
once  more  showed  the  wonderful  power  of  his 
will.  He  sprang  to  his  feet,  dashed  into  tlie 
hall,  seized  his  hat,  and  ran  down  the  gravel 
sweep  to  the  gate,  where  he  arrived  just  in 
time  to  see  Higgins  enter  the  Hut.  He  could 
have  recalled  him  even  then,  but,  instead  of 
doing  so,  dragged  himself  back  to  his  chair 
in  the  study. 

Leonard  Sterne  was  not  long  in  obeying 
the  summons. 

"  Here  I  am,  you  see,"  he  said,  taking  up  a 
position  by  the  table. 

"  Yes,  Sterne,  ever  ready  to  come  to  my 
assistance,"  returned  the  Doctor,  watching 
him  eagerly  from  beneath  the  hand  with 
which  he  had  shaded  his  anxious  face. 
"  What  I  want  to  tell  you  is  this — Nellie  has 
got  typhoid  fever." 

"  I'm  very  sorry  to  hear  it.  Poor  girl  ! 
Poor  girl!  That's  a  sad  thing  indeed.  I 
sincerely  hope  it  is  not  serious." 
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*'  No ;  I'm  thankful  to  say,  Fogge  seems  to 
think  h'ghtly  of  the  case." 

"  Then  there  is  no  reason  to  be  down- 
hearted, my  old  friend.  She  is  young  and 
strong,  and  typhoid  is  a  mere  pigmy  compared 

with "      He  broke  off  suddenly  and  cast 

a  startled  look  at  the  Doctor,  who  shivered. 
It  was  in  low  grave  tones  that  he  added, 
"  The  pupils  must  be  told,  of  course." 

The  old  man  looked  unutterably  wretched. 
He  had  foreseen  this  as  surely  as  the  Sovereign 
foresees  the  general  policy  that  will  be  adopted 
when  she  sends  for  a  new  minister,  and  yet 
he  had  clung  desperately  to  the  hope  that 
Sterne  would  propose  some  way  of  reconciling 
duty  and  inclination. 

"  There  is  no  help  for  it,  I  suppose  ?  "  he 
faltered. 

"  Surely  not,"  said  Sterne  with  surprise. 

The  Doctor  made  a  gesture  of  impatience. 
In  the  petulant  impulse  of  the  moment,  he 
turned  angrily  upon  the  man  who  decided  in 
this  cool  unquestionable  way  that  he  was 
bound  to  effect  his  own  ruin.     It  was,  he  felt, 
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an  easy  thing  for  another  to  do.  But  before 
he  was  able  to  speak,  Sterne  went  on  very 
gently— 

"  It  is  hard  for  you,  I  know,  old  friend — 
terribly  hard.  I'm  sure  you  won't  accuse  me 
of  thinking  too  lightly  of  your  troubles,  and, 
remember,  we  shall  all  suffer,  not  only  on 
your  account  but  also  on  our  own.  Still, 
there  is  no  need  to  despair.  Only  a  few  of 
the  pupils  will  go,  I  dare  say,  and  they  will 
return  when  we  get  a  clean  bill  of  health." 

''  Yes,"  said  the  Doctor  wearily,  "  it  must 
be  done.  You  do  it,  Sterne — I  can't.  Tell 
them  the  first  thing  to-morrow  morning." 

"  Yery  well.  I'll  see  Fogge  first,  and  take 
care  that  no  exaggerated  statement  gets 
about." 

"  Thank  you,  Sterne,  thank  you.  And 
now  good  night.     I'm  very  tired." 

Sterne  went  away  with  a  heavy  heart.  It 
seemed  hard  the  vessel  should  have  weathered 
the  gale,  only  to  sink  in  the  calm  water 
beyond.  In  spite  of  his  cheery  words,  he 
considered  this  not  unlikely. 
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Next  moruing,  after  a  hasty  breakfast,  be 
bad  an  interview  with  the  surgeon,  who  ac- 
companied him  for  a  walk  through  the  viUnge. 
Every  one  they  met,  they  informed  of  the 
two  cases  of  typhoid  fever.  It  was  better  to 
do  this,  Sterne  thought,  than  to  make  a 
formal  announcement  in  the  various  class- 
rooms, which  would  probably  convey  an 
exaggerated  idea  of  the  danger.  He  was 
speaking,  he  said,  on  behalf  of  the  Doctor, 
who  felt  he  was  thereby  only  performing  an 
act  of  duty.  Mr.  Fogge  added  that,  so  far  as 
he  could  see,  there  was  no  cause  for  fear. 

Most  of  the  pupils  telegraphed  home  and 
awaited  the  result  with  great  excitement. 
They  were  not  long  kept  in  suspense.  About 
noon  messages  began  to  arrive,  ordering  the 
recipients  to  quit  the  plague-stricken  spot  at 
once,  and  to  flee  to  their  terrified  parents. 
Some,  however,  were  prudently  instructed  to 
go  through  a  course  of  quarantine  before 
venturing  near  anybody  related  to  them,  but 
these  were  always  younger  sons. 

Before  evening  not  a  single  eldest  son  was 
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left  in  Paddleton.  They  received  the  most 
urgent  pitiful  telegrams,  some  containing 
information  about  the  best  disinfectants 
and  matters  of  a  similar  nature. 

The  scare  was  aggravated  by  two  causes  : 
firstly,  some  of  the  pupils  had  blunderingly 
put  "  typhus  "  instead  of  ''  typhoid  "  in  their 
telegrams ;  secondly,  distrust  of  the  Doctor. 
People  are  very  shy  of  being  deceived  a 
second  time.  As  he  had  deceived  them  once 
in  order  to  retain  his  pupils,  they  thought  it 
very  likely  that  he  was  doing  so  again, 
especially  as  he  had  the  same  incentive. 
Some  sort  of  fever  having  broken  out  in  the 
village,  he  could  not  very  well  hide  the  fact, 
but  he  could  easily  mislead  outsiders  as  to  its 
true  nature.  In  short,  many  felt  that  what 
the  Doctor  chose  to  call  typhoid  was  in  reality 
typhus,  and,  if  only  as  a  precautionary 
measure,  sent  for  their  sons.  Doubtless  he 
had  only  himself  to  blame  for  this,  and  yet 
he  is  surely  to  be  pitied,  for  it  was  the  turning 
over  of  a  new  leaf  that  had  brought  about 
the  disaster. 
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For  the  first  time  within  the  memory  of 
those  who  knew  him,  he  did  not  stir  out  all 
day.  The  procession  of  vehicles  driving  away 
from  the  village  was  too  like  a  funeral,  so  far 
as  he  was  concerned.  He  would  not  even  go 
near  a  window  whence  it  might  be  seen.  As 
he  had  instructed  Sterne  to  give  out  the 
money  required  for  travelling  expenses, 
there  was  fortunately  nothing  for  him  to  do. 
If  there  had  been,  it  is  doubtful  whether  lie 
would  have  had  enough  energy  to  do  it,  he 
was  so  sadly  altered. 

When  Sterne  called  in  the  evening,  the 
poor  old  man  was  shivering  over  a  fire  which 
the  watchful  Higgins  had  lighted  in  the 
study.  He  looked  up  without  any  show  of 
interest  and  asked  feebly — 

"  How  many  are  left  ?  " 

Sterne  was  so  shocked  at  his  appearance 
that  for  the  moment  he  was  unable  to  speak. 

*'  No,  no,  I  don't  mean  that,"  said  the 
Doctor,  stretching  out  his  hand  to  Sterne, 
whose  silence  he  had  misunderstood.  "  Pray, 
don't  think  I  blame  vou  ;  I  don't  indeed.     I 
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trust  my  action  would  have  been  the  same, 
even  without  your  advice.  If  there  is  any 
fault,  it  is  my  own,  and  " — he  spoke  fretfully 
yet  with  a  sense  of  relief  at  having  a  scape- 
goat— ''other  people's  stupidity." 

"  They  will  be  wiser  in  a  day  or  two," 
Sterne  said  eagerly. 

The  Doctor  shook  his  head.  ''  How  many 
are  left?"  he  repeated. 

"  Not  as  many  as 

''  But  the  exact  number  ?  " 

"  Nineteen." 

"  Put  np  the  shutters,  Sterne,"  said  the 
Doctor  quietly.  Though  his  voice  faltered, 
his  expression  was  resolute  enough. 

"  But "  gasped  Sterne  in  dismay. 

''  Pack  every  pupil  out  of  the  place  in  the 
morning.  Pay  the  tutors  up  to  the  end  of 
the  term  :  all  except  Dubarri,  who  for  his 
kindness  to  Arnold  shall  live  at  the  Hive. 
My  '  coaching '  days  are  over,  Sterne.  If  I 
am  to  lose  my  teeth,  they  shall  be  knocked 
out  by  a  single  blow,  and  not  drawn  one  by 
one.     Clear  the  whole  lot  out  of  the  village 
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to-morrow  as  soon  as  possible.  And  you,  my 
friend  " — his  voice  trembled  and  he  looked  up 
with  dimmed  eyes — "  will  you  stay  with  ine 
to  the  end  ?  You  shall  have  the  living  when 
I  go.     You  won't  have  long  to  wait." 

Sterne  could  only  grasp  the  old  man's 
hand.  He  made  an  effort  to  speak,  but  not  a 
word  would  come  from  his  parched  throat. 
If  he  had  been  capable  of  argument,  he 
would  not  have  attempted  it.  The  thing 
was  settled. 

The  morning  saw  the  departure  of  the 
tutors  and  the  rest  of  the  pupils.  There  was 
no  laugliter  or  music  this  time ;  even  Mr. 
Jostler  had  no  small  suggestion  to  offer ;  they 
all  went  in  gloomy  silence.  The  weather 
happened  to  be  wet,  and  this  added  to  the 
general  depression.  Tattlemaine,  who  was 
usually  a  great  talker,  had  not  a  word  to  say 
for  himself.  Heavisides  was  the  last  to  leave 
the  village.  Though  he  carried  his  banjo 
under  his  arm,  he  made  no  attempt  to  play 
it,  and  looked  even  more  miserable  than  his 
companions.     Considering  their  fondness  for 
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noise,  their  sileuce  on  this  occasion  was  a 
very  touching  tribute  of  their  sympathy  with 
the  Doctor. 

A  few  words  will  tell  all  that  remains  to 
be  told. 

The  Doctor's  life  was  saved  by  his  anxiety 
for  Nellie.  He  was  always  doing  something 
for  her ;  he  brought  a  whole  battalion  of 
doctors  to  see  her ;  and  w4ienever  a  new 
delicacy  was  suggested,  he  started  off  to  get 
it.  To  the  end,  he  believed  in  doing  things 
himself.  When  her  recovery  was  ensured, 
there  were  several  cases  of  typhoid  fever 
scattered  about  the  parish,  and  his  attention 
being  sedulously  directed  to  them  by  that 
best  of  friends,  Leonard  Sterne,  he  gradually 
awakened  to  the  fiict  that,  if  he  had  lost  one 
occupation,  he  had  found  another  in  parochial 
work.  His  sufferings  having  deepened  and 
enlarged  his  sympathies,  he  grew  indefatigable 
in  hunting  out  and,  as  his  wealth  enabled  him 
to  do,  alleviating  cases  of  distress,  whereas 
in    former  times  he  used    to  wait   for  them 
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to  be  brought  to  him.  If  in  some  things, 
especially  in  buying  or  selling  a  cob,  he 
shows  a  little  of  the  old  spirit,  it  is  only 
natural. 

Leonard  Sterue  and  his  wife  remained  at 
the  Hut,  which  he  is  to  exchange  for  the 
Rectory  upon  the  Doctor's  death.  Tt  need 
scarcely  be  said  he  hopes  it  will  be  a  long- 
time before  that  happens.  He  is  very  happy 
where  he  is.  His  work  is  comparatively 
light,  his  salary  undiminished,  and  he  is 
among  friends.  Though  he  has  occasional 
tifis  with  the  people's  churchwarden,  Mr. 
Pike,  whose  collars  are  more  highly  starched 
than  ever,  he  often  declares  he  would  not 
give  up  his  post  for  a  bishopric. 

Hebe  and  Arnold  are  living  at  Ferndale, 
and  of  them  it  may  be  said  that  '"  the  grey 
mare  is  the  better  horse."  She  has  developed 
into  ''  a  managing  woman,"  able  to  twist  her 
big  husband  round  her  little  finger.  Farming 
agrees  with  him  because  there  is  no  horrid 
bustle  about  potatoes  and  cabbages — they  do 
everything  slowly  and  in  order.     Still,  he  is 
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not  incapable  of  exertion,  for  there  is  scarcely 
a  meet  of  the  Stilbury  Harriers  that  he  does 
not  attend,  and  when,  as  often  happens,  a  tough 
old  hill  hare  takes  a  straight  line  for  the  top 
of  Camelback,  it  is  tolerably  hard  work  for 
man  and  horse.  Two  or  three  times  a  week 
the  Doctor  rides  over  to  Ferndale,  and  Arnold 
is  almost  as  assiduous  in  visiting  the  Rectory. 
If  the  affection  between  father  and  son  was 
of  tardy  growth,  it  flourishes  all  the  more 
strongly  now. 

M.  Dubarri  continues  to  reside  at  the  Hive, 
where  he  finds  life  a  trifle  dull.  His  chief  dis- 
sipation is  an  occasional  game  of  whist  with 
the  retired  officers  and  old  maids,  who,  cats 
and  all,  have  once  more  begun  to  occupy  the 
creeper-clad  cottages.  To  the  villagers,  he  is 
a  great  source  of  amusement.  He  loves  to 
fight  his  battles  over  again,  and  is  considered 
in  some  quarters  a  very  bloodthirsty  old 
fellow  indeed.  His  Invaluable  Chimney-pot 
Company  is  still  in  the  air.  The  advertise- 
ments brought  several  answers,  it  is  true,  but 
they   were    all   from  impecunious  gentlemen 
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offering  to  act  as  directors  in  return  for  a  few 
shares  and  five  guineas  for  each  board  meet- 
ing they  attended.  He  rejected  these  offers 
with  scorn,  and  is  still  living  in  hopes  of 
making  a  fortune. 

The  marriage  of  Lord  Ernest  Plantagenet 
and  Mildred  Strathclyde  at  a  fashionable 
London  church  was  shortly  afterwards 
followed  by  another  at  the  parish  church  of 
Puddleton,  and  a  great  fete-day  it  was  when 
Philip  and  Nellie  were  made  man  and  wife. 
The  only  wonder  was  that  the  bells  were  not 
pulled  out  of  the  old  tower,  for  some  people 
are  never  happy  unless  they  are  making  a 
noise.  Nellie's  illness  was  a  terrible  trial  to 
Philip.  For  the  first  time,  he  found  himself 
in  the  presence  of  a  danger  which  cast  its 
dark  shadow  over  his  young  life,  while  he 
was  utterly  powerless.  It  toned  him  down 
as  nothing  else  could  have  done ;  in  fact,  it 
made  a  man  of  him. 

At  the  Doctor's  request,  he  gave  up  his 
Government  appointment,  and  he  and  Nellie 
are  now  living  at  the  Manor,  Mrs.   Strath- 
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clyde  having  moved  to  the  old  Manor-house 
in  accordance  with  her  husband's  will. 

If  trouble  be  an  antidote  against  trouble, 
the  married  life  of  the  young  couple  should 
be  a  happy  one ;  and  so  far  as  mutual  love, 
many  friends,  and  every  worldly  comfort  are 
concerned,  their  lines  have  certainly  been  cast 
in  pleasant  places. 


THE    END. 
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Biyce  {Rev.  Professor)  Manitoba.     Illust.     Crown  Svo,  ^s.  6d. 

Short  LLisiory  of  the  Canadian  People.     ']s.  6d. 

Bur?taby  {Capt.)  On  LTorseback  through  Asia  Minor.  2  vols., 
8vo,  38J.     Cheaper  Edition,  i  vol.,  crown  Svo,  ioj-.  6d. 


Sajnpson  Loiu,  Marston,  ^  Co. 


Burnaby  {Mrs.  F.)  High  Alp  in  Winter;  or,  Moimtaineerijig 
in  Search  of  Health.     With  Illustrations,  &c.,  14J.     See  also  Main. 

Burnley  (/.)  History  of  Wool  ajid  Woolcombing.  Illust.  8vo,  21  J. 

Burton  {Sir  jR.  F.)  Early,  Public,  and  Private  Life.  Edited 
by  F.  HiTCHMAN.     2  vols.,  8vo,  36^. 

Butler  {Sir  W.  F.)  Campaign  of  the  Cataracts.    Illust.,  8vo,  185. 

Invasion  of  England,  told  twenty  years  after.      2S.  6d. 

Fed  Cloud;  or,  the  Solitary  Sioux.     Imperial  16 mo, 

numerous  illustrations,  gilt  edges,  3^.6^/.;  plainer  binding,  2J.  6^. 

. The  Great  Lone  La?id ;  Fed  Fiver  Expedition,     js.  6d. 

The  Wild  North  Land;  the  Story  of  a  Winter  Journey 


with  Doq-s  across  Northern  North  America.  8vo,  i8j.   Cr.  Svo,  7^.  6^. 


/^ABLE  {G.  W.)  Bonaventure :  A  Prose  Pastoral  of  Acadian 

^      Louisiana.     Sm.  post  Svo,  5^. 

Cadogan  {Lady  A.)     Illustrated  Games  of  Patience.     Twenty- 
four  Diagrams  in  Colours,  with  Text.     Fcap.  4to,  125.  6d. 

-New  Games  of  Patience.  Coloured  Diagrams,  4to,  \2s.^d. 

Caldecott  {Fandolph)  Memoir.     By  Henry  Blackburn.   With 

170  Examples  of  the  Artist's  Work.     14^-.;  large  paper,  2\s. 
California.     See  Nordhoff. 

Callan  {H.)  Wanderings  on  Wheel  and  o?i  Foot.   Cr.  Svo,  is.dd, 
Campbell  {Lady   Colin)  Book  of  the  Funning  Brook :  and  of 

Still  Waters.     5^. 
Canadian  People :  Short  History.     Crown  Svo,  7^.  6d. 
Carleton  ( Will)  Farm  Ballads,  Fanji   Festivals,   and  Farm 

Legends.     Paper  boards,  \s.  each;  i  vol.,  small  post  Svo,  3^.  dd. 

City  Ballads.     Illustrated,  123-.  dd.     New  Ed.  (Rose 

Library),  i6mo,  \s. 
Carnegie    {A.)    Ame^'ican  Four-iii-Hand  in  Britain.      Small 

4to,  Illustrated,  \os.  6d.     Popular  Edition,  paper,  is. 

• Found  the  World.     Svo,  10s.  Gd. 

• Triumphant  Democracy.     6s. ;  also  is.  6d.  and  is. 

Chairman's  Handbook.     By  R.  F.  D.  Palgrave.     5th  Edit.,  2s. 
Changed  Cross,  d^c.    Religious  Poems.     i6mo,  2s.  6d.  ;  calf,  6s. 
Chaplin  {J.  G.)  Three  Principles  of  Book-keeping.     2s.  6d. 
Cha7'ities  0/ London.     See  Low's. 

Chaitock  {F.  S.)  Practical  Notes  on  Etching.     New  Ed.     Svo, 
\.os.  6d. 

Chess.     See  Bird  (H.  E.). 


List  of  Publications. 


Children's  Praises.     Hymns  for  Sunday-Schools  and  Services, 

Compiled  by  Louisa  H.  H.  Tristram,  d^d. 
Choice  Editions  of  Choice  Books.  2S.  6d.  each.  Illustrated  by 
C.  W.  Cope,  R.A.,  T.  Creswick,  R.A.,  E.  Duncan,  Birket 
Foster,  J.  C.  IIorsley,  A.R.A.,  G.  Hicks,  R.  Redgrave,  R.A., 
C.  Stonehouse,  F.  Tayler,  G.  Thomas,  H.  J.  Townshend, 
E.  H.  Wehnert,  Harrison  Weir,  &c. 

Milton's  L' Allegro. 

Poetry  of  Nature.     Harrison  Weir. 

Rogers'  (Sam.)  Pleasures  of  Memory. 

Shakespeare's  Songs  and  Sonnets. 


Bloomfield's  Farmer's  Boy. 
Campbell's  Pleasures  of  Hope. 
Coleridge's  Ancient  Mariner. 
Goldsmith's  Deserted  Village. 
Goldsmith's  Vicar  of  Wakefield. 
Gray's  Elegy  in  a  Churchyard. 
Keat's  Eve  of  St.  Agnes. 


Tennyson's  May  Queen. 
Elizabethan  Poets. 
Wordsworth's  Pastoral  Poems. 


"  Such  works  are  a  glorious  beatification  for  a  poet." — Athenceinn. 

Chreiman  (Aliss)  Physical  Culture  of  Women,    A  Lecture  at  the 

Parkes  Museum.     Small  8vo,  is. 
Christ  in  Song.     By  Philip  Schaff.     New  Ed,  gilt  edges,  ds. 
Chromo- Lithography.     See  Audsley. 
Cochran  (  W.)  Pen  and  Pencil  in  Asia  Minor.     lUust.,  8vo,  21^. 

Collingwood  {ILarry)  Under  the  Meteor  Flag.      The  Log  of  a 

Midshipman.     Illustrated,  small  post  8vo,  gilt,  3^.  6^.;  plainer,  -zs.  6d. 

Voyage  of  the  ^^  Aurora."     Gilt,  3^.  6d. ;  plainer,  2s.  6d, 

Cook  (Button)  Book  of  the  Play.    New  Edition,     i  vol.,  3^.  6d. 

On  the  Stage:  Studies.     2  vols.,  8vo,  cloth,  245-. 

Cow  en  {/os.,  M.P.)  Life  and  Speeches.     8vo,  \^s. 

Coivper  (W.)  Poetical  Works:  A  Concordance.    Roy.  8vo,  21s. 

Cozzens  (P.)   American    Yachts.     27   Plates,   22  x  28  inches. 

Proofs,  ;^2i  ;  Artist's  Proofs,  ;^3i  loj. 
Crew  (B,/.)  Practical  Treatise  on  Petroleum.     Illust.,  8vo,  2  8i-. 
Crouch  {A.  P.)  On  a  Suff -bound  Coast.     Crown  8vo,  7^.  6d. 
Crown  Prince  of  Germany  :  a  Diary.     2s.  6d. 
Cudworth  (  W.)  Life  and  Correspondence  of  Abraham  Sharp. 

Illustrated  from  Drawings.     (To  Subscribers,  21s.)  26s. 
Cumberland{Stuart)  Thought  Reader's  Thoughts.  Cr.  8  vo.,  i  os.  6d. 
Queen's  Highway  from  Ocean  to  Ocean.     111.,,  8vo,  18^.  ; 

new  ed.,  7^.  6d. 
Cundall  {Joseph)  Annals  of  the  Life  and  Work  of  Shakespeare. 

With  a  List  of  Early  Editions.     3^.  (>d.  ;  large  paper,  5^-.;  also  2s. 

Rei7iarkable  Bifidings  in  the  British  Museum. 

Curtis  (  W.  E.)  Capitals  of  Spanish  Afnerica..     Illust.,  roy.  8vo. 
Ctcshing  (W.)    Lnitials  and  Pseudofiyffis,      Large  8vo,    2^s,\ 

second  series,  large  8vo,  21s. 
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Custer  {Eiiz.  B.)  Tenting  on  the  Plains;  Gen.  Custer  in  Ka?isas 

and  Texas.     Royal  8vo,  i?>s. 
Cutcliffe  {H.  C )  Trout  Fishing  in  Rapid  Streajns.    Cr.  8 vo,  3^.  6i. 


T^ALY  (Afrs.    D.)  Diggiitg,  Squatting,  and  Pioneering  in 

J~^     Northern  South  Australia.     8vo,  \2s. 

UAnvers.     Elementary  History  of  Art.     New  ed.,  360  illus., 
cr.  8vo,  2  vols.  (5J-.  each),  gilt,  \os.  6d. 

Elementary  History  0/  Music.     Crown  8vo,  2s.  6d. 

Davidson  {H.  C.)  Old  Adam  ;  Tale  of  an  Army  Crammer.     3 
vols,  crown  8vo,  3IX.  6d. 

Davis  {Clement)  Modern  Whist.     d,s. 

Davis  {C.  T.)  Bricks,  Tiles,  Terra- Cotta,  &-c.     111.     8vo,  25^-. 

Manufactitre  of  Leather.  With  many  Illustrations.  ^2s.6d, 

Manufacture  of  Paper.     285. 

Davis  {G.  B.)  Outlines  of  International  Law,     8vo.      105.  dd, 

Daividoivsky.  Glue,Gclaiine, Isinglass, Cements,c^c.  8vo,  i2S.()d. 

Day  of  My  Life  at  Eton.     By  an  Eton  Boy.     i6mo.     2s.  6d, 

Dafs  -ICollacon  :  an  EncyclopcEdia  of  Pivse  Quotations.       Im- 
perial 8vo,  cloth,  3IJ-.  dd. 

De  Leon  {E.)  Under  the  Stars  and  under  the  Crescent.    N.  ed.,  ds. 

Dethroning  Sliakspere.     Letters  to  the  Daily  Telegraph ;    and 
Editorial  Papers.     Crown  8vo,  2s.  6d. 

Dictionary.     See  Tolhausen,  "  Technological." 

Dogs  iji  Disease.     By  Ashmont.     Crown  8vo,  yj".  6d. 

Donnelly    {Lgnatius)    Atlantis ;   or,    the  A?itediluvian    World. 
7th  Edition,  crown  8vo,  12s.  6d. 

Ragnarok:   T/ie  Age  of  Fire  and  Gravel.     Illustrated, 

crown  8vo,  12s.  6d. 

The  Great  Cryptogram  :  Francis  Bacon^s  CipJier  in  the 


so-called  Sliakspere  Plays.     With  facsimiles.     2  vols.,  "^os. 
Dore  {Gustave)  Life  and  Reminiscences.     By  Blanche  Roose- 
velt.    Illust.  from  the  Artist's  Drawings.     Medium  8vo,  24J. 
Dougall  {James  DalzieT)   Shooting:   its   Appliances,  Practice, 
and  Purpose.    New  Edition,  revised  with  additions.    Crown  8vo,  7^.  6</. 

"The  book  is  admirable  in  every  way We  wish  it  every  success." — Globe. 

"A  very  complete  treatise Likely  to  take  high  rank  as  an  authority  on 

shooting." — Daily  Neiijs. 

Dupre  {Giovanni).    By  Frieze.  With  Dialogues  on  Art.    ^s.dd. 

pDMONDS  {C.)  Poetry  of  the  Anti-Jacohin.      With  rlddi- 
•^-^     tional  matter.     New  ed.     Illust.,  crown  Svo. 
Educational  List  and  Directory  for  \ZZi-'^'^.    ^s. 


List  of  Publications, 


Educational   Works    published    in    Great   Britain.     A  Classi- 
fied Catalogue.     Third  Edition,  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6^. 

Edwards  {E.)  A??ierican  Steam  Engineer.    Illust.,  1 2 mo,  1 2s.  6d, 

Eight  Mont /is  on  the  Argentine  Gran  Chaco.     8vo,  8^.  dd. 

Elliott  {H.    JV.)  An  Arctic  Province  :   Alaska  and  the  Seal 
Islands.     Illustrated  from  Drawings  ;   also  with  Maps.     16s. 

Emerson  {Dr.  P.  H.)  Pictures  of  East  Anglian  Life.     Ordinary 
ed.,  105T. ;  edit,  de  luxe,  17  X  132,  vellum,  morocco  back,  147J. 

Naturalistic  Photography  for  Art  Students.    Crown  Svo. 

and    Goodall.      Life   and  Landscape  on   the   Norfolk 

Broads.     Plates  12  x  8  inches,  126s.;  large  paper,  210s. 

English   Catalogue  of  Books.     Vol.  III.,  1872 — 1880.     Royal 
8vo,  half-morocco,  42^-.     See  also  "  Index." 

English  Etchijigs.    Published  Quarterly.    3^.6^.    Vol.  VI.,  2 5;-. 

English  Philosophers.     Edited  by  E.  B.  Ivan  Muller,  M.A. 
Crown  Svo  volumes  of  180  or  200  pp.,  price  3^.  (>d.  each. 


Shaftesbury  and  Hutcheson. 
Adam  Smith,  by  J.  A.  Farrer. 


Francis  Bacon,  by  Thomas  Fowler. 

Hamilton,  by  W.  H.  S.  Monck. 

Hartley  and  James  Mill. 

Esmarch  {F.)   LLandhook  of  Surgery.      Translation  from   the 

last  German  Edition.     With  647  new  Illustrations.     Svo,  leather,  24J-. 

Etching.     See  Chattock,  and  English  Etchings. 
Etchings  {Modeni)  of  Celebrated  Paintings.     4to,  315.  6d. 
Evans  {E.  A.)  Songs  of  the  Birds.    Analogies  of  Spiritual  Life. 

New  Ed.     i:iust.,  6s. 
Evelyn.     Life  of  Mrs.   Godtdphin.     By  William  Harcourt, 

of  Nuneham.  '  Steel  Portrait.     Extra  binding,  gilt  top,  7^.  6t/. 


'P'ARINT  {G.  A)  Through  the  Kalahari  Desert,     Svo,  21^. 

Farm  Ballads^  Festivals,  and  Legends.     See  Carleton. 
Fawcett  {Edgar)  A  Gentleman  of  Leisure.      \s. 
Fenn    {G.   Mafiville)    Off  to   the   Wilds:   A  Story  for  Boys. 
Profusely  Illustrated.     Crown  Svo,  gilt  edges,  y.  6d. ;  plainer,  2s.  6d. 

Silver  Caiion.     Illust.,  gilt  ed.,  35.  dd. ;  plainer,  2s.  6d. 

Fennell  {Greville)  Book  of  the  Poach.     New  Edition,  12 mo,  2s. 
Fer?is.     See  Heath. 

Field  {Lf.  M.)  Greek  Lslands  and  Turkey  after  the  War.    Zs.  6d. 
Field  {Mrs.  LLorace)  A?tchorage.     2  vols.,  crown  8vo,  12s. 
Fields  {/.T)  Yesterdays  ivith  Authors.    New  Ed.,  Svo,  \os.  6d. 
Fitzgerald  {P,)  Book  Fancier.     Cr.  Svo.  5i-.  j  large  pap.  12s.  6d. 
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Fkniing  {Sandford)  England  and  Canada  :  a  Toicr.    Cr.  8vo,  ds, 
Florence.     See  Yriarte. 

Folkard  {R.,  Jim.)  Plant  Lore,  Legends^  and  Lyrics.     8vo,  i6i-. 
Forbes  {H.  O.)  Naturalist  in  the  Eastern  Aixhipelago.     8vo. 

IIS. 

Foreign  Countries  and  British  Colonies.     Cr.  8vo,  3^.  dd.  each 


Australia,  by  J.  F.  Vesey  Fitzgerald. 
Austria,  by  D.  Kay,  F.R.G.S. 
Denmark  and  Iceland,  by  E.  C.Otte. 
Egypt,  by  S.  Lane  Poole,  13.  A. 
France,  by  Miss  M.  Roberts. 
Germany,  by  S.  Baring-Gould. 
Greece,  by  L.  Sergeant,  B.A. 

Foreign  Etchings.     From  Paintings  by  Rembrandt,  d^'r.,  63^.; 

india  proofs,  147 J". 
Fortunes  made  in  Business.     Vols.  I.,  II.,  III.     i6i'.  each. 
Frampton  {Afa7y')  Journal,  Letters,  and  Anecdotes.     8vo,  145. 
Franc  {Maud  Jeanne).     Small  post  8vo,  uniform,  gilt  edges  : — 


Japan,  by  S.  Mossman. 
Peru,  by  Clements  R.  Markham. 
Russia,  by  W.  R.  Morfill,  M.A, 
Spain,  by  Rev.  Wentworth  Webster. 
Sweden  and  Norway,  by  Woods. 
West    Indies,    by    C.     H.    Eden, 
F.R.G.S. 


Emily's.  Choice.  5^. 
Hall's  Vineyard.  4^. 
John's   Wife  :    A  Story  of  Life  in 

South  Australia.     4^-. 
Marian ;    or,    The  Light  of  Some 

One's  Home.     5^-. 
Silken  Cords  and  Iron  Fetters.    4J-. 
Into  the  Light.     4J. 


Vermont  Vale.     5^. 

Minnie's  Mission.     4^. 

Little  Mercy.     4^. 

Beatrice  Melton's  Discipline.     4^. 

No  Longer  a  Child.     4^-. 

Golden  Gifts.     4J-. 

Two  Sides  to  Every  Question.     4^. 

INIaster  of  Ralston.      4^. 


Also  a  Cheap  Edition,  in  cloth  extra,  is.  6d.  each. 
Franlz^s  Ranche  ;  or.  My  Holiday  in  the  Rockies.     A  Contri- 
bution to  the  Inquiry  into  What  we  are  to  Do  with  our  Boys.      55-. 
Free?nan  (J.)  Lights  and  Shadoivs  of  Melbourne  Life,    Cr.  8vo. 

French.     See  Julien  and  Porcher. 

Fresh    Woods  and  Pastures   Neiu.      By  the  Author  of  "  An 

Amateur  Angler's  Days."     is.  6d.;  large  paper,  t^s.  ;  new  ed.,  is. 
Froissart.     See  Lanier. 
Fuller  {Edward)  Felloiv  Travellers.     35'.  dd. 
■ Dramatic  Year  1887-88  /V^  the  United  States,     With  the 

London  Season,  by  W.  Archer.     Crown  8vo. 

r^ANE  {D.  N.)  Nezv  South  Wales  and  Victoria  in  1885.    5^. 

Gasparin  [Cou7itess  A.  de)  Stmny  Fields a?id Shady  Woods.     6s, 
Geary  {Grattan)  Burma  after  the  Conquest.     75*.  dd. 
Gentle  Life  (Queen  Edition).     2  vols,  in  i,  small  4to,  61, 


List  of  Publications, 


II 


THE     GENTLE     LIFE    SERIES. 

Price  ds,  each  ;  or  in  calf  extra,  price  ioj-.  Gd. ;  Smaller  Edition,  cloth 
extra,  2s.  6d.,  except  where  price  is  named. 

T/ie  Gentle  Life,     Essays  in  aid  of  the  Formation  of  Character. 
About  in  the  World,     Essays  by  Author  of  "  The  Gentle  Life." 
Like  tmto  Christ.     New  Translation  of  Thomas  a  Kempis. 
Familiar  Words.     A  Quotation  Handbook.     6i-. 
Essays  by  Montaigne.     Edited  by  the  Author  of  ''  The  Gentle 

Life." 
The  Gentle  Life,     2nd  Series. 
The  Silent  Hour :  Essays,  Original  and  Selected. 
Half  Length   Portraits.      Short  Studies   of  Notable  Persons. 

By  J.  Hain  Friswell. 
Essays  07i  English  Writers,  for  Students  in  English  Literature. 
Other  Peoples  Windows.     By  J.  Hain  Friswell.     6s. 
A  Man's  Tlioughts.     By  J.  Hain  Friswell. 
The  Countess  of  Pembroke^  s  Arcadia.   By  Sir  Philip  Sidney.    6j. 


Germany.     By  S.  Baring-Gould.     Crown  8vo,  3^-.  6d. 
Gibbon  (C)  Beyond  Compare :  a  Story,    3  vols.,  cr,  8vo,  3 1  j.  6«/. 

Yarmouth  Coast, 

Gisborne  {W.)  New  Zeala?id  Rulers   and  Statesmen.      With 

Portraits.     Crown  8vo,  *]s.  6d. 
Goldsmith.     She  Stoops  to  Conquer.     Introduction  by  Austin 

DoBSON  ;  the  designs  by  E.  A.  Abijey.     Imperial  4to,  48j-. 
Goode   (G.    Broivn)   American   Fishes,     A   Popular    Treatise. 

Royal  8vo,  24s. 
Gordon  {/.  E,  H.,  B.A.  Cantab?)  Four  Lectures  on  Electric 

Induction  at  the  Royal  Institution,  1878-9.     Ulust.,  square  i6mo,  3^. 

Elect7'ic  Lighting.     Illustrated,  8 vo,  18^. 

Physical  Treatise  on  Electricity  and  Magnetism.     2nd 

Edition,  enlarged,  with  coloured,  full-page,  (S:c.,  Illust.  2  vols. ,  8vo,  42^. 

Electricity  for  Schools.     Illustrated.     Crown  8vo,  5^. 

Gouffe  {flies)  Royal  Cooke?j  Book.     New  Edition,  with  plates 

in  colours,  Woodcuts,  &c.,  8vo,  gilt  edges,  42J-, 
Domestic  Edition,  half-bound,  ioj-.  6d. 

Grant  {General,  U.S.)  Personal  Memoirs.     2  vols.,  8vo,  zZs, 

Illustrations,  Maps,  &c.     2  vols.,  8vo,  28j-. 
ijreat  Artists.     See  "  Biographies." 
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Great  Musicians,      Edited   by   F.    Hueffer.      A   Series    of 

Biographies,  crown  8vo,  2t^.  each  : — 
Bach,  Mendelssohn.  Schubert. 

English    Church    Com-    Mozart.  Schumann. 

posers.  By  Barrett.    Purcell.  Richard  Wagner. 

Handel.  Rossini.  Weber. 

Haydn. 

Groves  {/.  Percy)  Charmouth  Grange.    Gilt,  ^s.\  plainer,  2s.  6d, 
Gnizofs  History  of  France.     Translated  by  JR..    Black.      In 

8    vols.,    super-royal   Bvo,    cloth  extra,  gilt,    each  245'.      In  cheaper 

binding,  8  vols,,  at  los.  6c/.  each. 

"  It  supplies  a  want  which  has  long  been  felt,  and  ought  to  be  in  the  hands  of  all 

students  of  history." — Times. 

• Masson's  School  Edition.      Abridged 

from  the  Translation  by  Robert  Black,  with  Chronological  Index,  His- 
torical and  Genealogical  Tables,  &c.  By  Professor  Gustave  Masson, 
B.A.     With  Portraits,  Illustrations,  &c.     i  vol.,  8vo,  600  pp.,  5j-. 

Giiyo?i  {Mde.)  Life.     By  Upham.     6th  Edition,  crown  8vo,  65-. 


TTALFORD  {F.  M.)  Floating  Flies,  and  how  to  Dress  them, 
"*■  ■*-      Coloured  plates.     8vo,  15^. ;  large  paper,  30^. 

Dry  Fly-Fishing  in  Theory  and  Practice.     Col.  Plates. 

Hall  (IV.  W.)  How  to  Live  Long;  or,  1408  Maxims.     2s. 
Hamilton  (E.)  Recollections  of  Fly  fishing  for  Salmon,  Trout, 

and  Grayling.     With  their  Habits,  Haunts,  and  Histoiy.     Illust.,  6j.  j 

large  paper,  \os.  6d. 
Ha?tds(T.)  Ninnerical  Exercises  in  Chemist jy.     Cr.  Bvo,  2s.  6d^ 

and  2s.;   Answers  separately,  6d. 
Hardy  (Thomas).     See  Low's  Standard  Novels. 
Ha?'e  (j.  S.  ClarJz)  Laiv  of  Contracts.     Bvo,  265. 
Hai'ley  {T.)  Southward  LIo  I  to  the  State  of  Georgia.      $s. 
Harper's  Magazine.     Published    Monthly.     160    pages,  fully 

Illustrated,  \s.     Vols.,  half  yearly,  I. — XVI.,  super-royal  8vo,  Zs.  6d, 

each. 

"  '  Harper's  Magazine  '  is  so  thickly  sown  with  excellent  illustrations  that  to  count 

them  would  be  a  work  of  time  ;  not  that  it  is  a  picture  magazine,  for  the  engravings 

illustrate  the  text  after  the  manner  seen  in  some  of  our  choicest  editions  deluxe." — 

Si.  James's  Gazette. 

"  It  is  so  pretty,  so  big,  and  so  cheap.  .   .  .     An  extraordinary  shillingsworth— 

160  large  octavo  pages,  with  over  a  score  of  articles,  and  more  than  three  times  as 

many  illustrations." — Edinburgh  Daily  Revieiv. 

"  An  amazing  shilhngsworth  .  .  .  combining  choice  literature  of  both  nations."— 

Nonconformist. 

Harper's  Young  People.  Vols.  I.-IV.,  profusely  Illustrated 
with  woodcuts  and  coloured  plates.  Royal  4to,  extra  binding,  each 
*]s.  6d. ;  gilt  edges,  2,s.  Published  Weekly,  in  wrapper,  id. ;  Annual 
Subscription,  post  free,  6^.  6d. ;  Monthly,  in  wrapper,  with  coloured 
plate,  6d.  ;  Annual  Subscription,  post  free,  "js.  6d. 
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Harrison  {Mary)  Skilful  Cook.     New  edition,  crown  8vo,  ^s. 
Hartshorne  {H.)  Household  Medicine,  Surgery,  6^<r.    8vo.  21J. 
Hatton  {Frank)  North  Borneo.     Map  and  Illust.,  &c.  i8i-. 
Hatton  {Joseph)  Jourjialistic  London :   with  Engravings  and 

Portraits  of  Distinguished  Writers  of  the  Day.     Fcap.  4to,  lis.  6ci. 

See  also  Low's  Standard  Novels. 

Hawthorne  {Nathaniel)  Life.     By  John  R.  Lowell. 

Heath  {Francis    George)   Fern    World    With    Nature-printed 

Coloured  Plates.    Crown  Svo,  gilt  edges,  \2s.  6d.    Cheap  Edition,  6s. 
Heath  {Gertrude).      Tell  us  Why  ?     The  Customs  and  Ceremo- 

nies  of  the  Church  of  England  explained  for  Children.     Cr.  Svo,  2s.  6d. 
Heldmann   {B.)  Mutiny  of  the  Ship  "  Leander."     Gilt  edges, 

3J.  6ct.;  plainer,  2s.  6d. 
Henty.     Winning  his  Spurs.     Cr.  Svo,  3J-.  6d.  ;  plainer,  2s.  6d. 

Cor?iet  of  Horse.     Cr.  Svo,  3^-.  6d.;   plainer,  2s.  6d. 

Jack  Archer.     Illust.     3^.  6^. ;  plainer,  2s.  6d. 

Henty  {Rich?no?id)  Australiana  :  My  Early  Life.     $s. 
Herrick  {Robert)  Poetry.     Preface  by  Austin  Dobson.     With 

numerous  Illustrations  by  E.  A.  Abbey.     4to,  gilt  edges,  ^2s. 
Hetley  {Mrs.  E.)  Native  Flowers  of  New  Zealand.     Chromos 

from  Drawings.     Three  Parts,  to  Subscribers,  63J. 
Hewitt  {James  a:)  Church  History  in  South  Africa,  1 795-1848, 

i2mo,  5 J. 
Hicks  {E.  S)  Our  Boys :  How  to  Enter  the  Merchant  Service,  ^s. 

Yachts,  Boats  and  Canoes.     Illustrated.     Svo,  10^.  dd. 

Hitchman.    Public  Life  of  the  Earl  of  Beacon sf  eld.     35-.  6d. 
Hoey  {Mrs.  Cashel)  See  Low's  Standard  Novels. 
Hofnann.     Scenes  fro f?t  the  Life  of  our  Saviour.     12  mounted 

plates,  12x9  inches,  21s. 
Holder  {C  F.)  Marvels  of  Animal  Life.     Illustrated.     8j.  6d. 

Lvory  King:  Elephajit  and  Allies.    Illustrated.    Zs.dd. 

LJving  Lights  :  Phosphorescent  Animals  and  Vegetables. 

Illustrated.     Svo,  %s.  Sd. 
Holmes  {O.   W>j  Before  the  Curfew,  o^^c.    Occasional  Poems.    5  J. 

. Last  Leaf :  a  Holiday  Volume.     ^2S. 

Mortal  Afitipathy,  hs.  6d. ;  also  2s. ;  paper,  ij-. 

Our  Hundred  Day  sin  Fur  ope.     6s.     Large  Paper,  15^. 

Poetical  Works.     2  vols.,  i8mo,  gilt  tops,  \os.  6d. 

Homer,  Lliad  L.-XLL.,  done  into  Eftglish    Verse,     By  Arthur 

S.  Way.    gs. 

Odyssey,    done  into  English    Verse.     By  A.   S.  Way. 

Fcap  4to,  7j.  6d. 
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Hopkifis  {Man ley)  Treatise  on  the  Cardinal  Numbers,     2S.  6d. 
Hore  {Mrs.)  To  Lake  Tanganyika  in  a  Bath  Chair.     Cr.  8vo, 

7^.  dd. 
ILoward  {Blanche  JV,)  Tony  the  Maid ;  a  Novelette.     Illust., 

i2mo,  3J-.  6^. 
Howorth  {IL.  LL.)  Mammoth  aiid  the  Flood.     8vo,  i8^. 
ILuet  {C.  B.)  Land  of  Rubens.     For   Visitors  to  Belgium.     By 

Van  Dam.     Crown  Svo,  3^-.  6^/. 
Hugo  {V.)    Notre  Dame.     With  coloured    etchings   and   150 

engravings.     2  vol-;.,  8vo,  vellum  cloth,  30^. 
LLundred  Greatest  Men  {The).  8  portfolios,  21s.  each,  or  4  vols., 

half-morocco,  gilt  edges,  10  guineas.  New  Ed.,  I  vol.,  royal  Svo,  2is. 
Hutchinso?i  {T.)  Diary  and  Letters.  Vol.  I.,  ids.  \  Vol.  II.,  ids. 
Hygie?ie  and  Public  Llealth.     Edited  by  A.   H.   Buck,  M.D. 

Illustrated.     2  vols.,  royal  Svo,  42^-. 
Hymnal   Compaiiion   to   the   Book   of  Commoti  Prayer.      By 

Bishop  Bickersteth.      In  various  styles  and  bindings  from  \d.  to 

3 1  J-,  dd.     Ff'ice  List  and  Prospectits  will  be  forivaj-ded  on  applicatio7i. 
Hymns  and  Tunes  at  St.   Thomas\  New   York.     Music  by  G. 

WrFARREy.     Royal  Svo,  55. 

JLLUSTRATED  Text-Books  of  Art-Education.  Edited  by 
•*  Edward  J.  Poynter,  R.A.  Illustrated,  and  strongly  bound,  5j-. 
Now  ready  : — 

PAINTING. 

Classic  and  Italian.    By  Head.  |  French  and  Spanish. 
German,  Flemish,  and  Dutch.  [  English  and  American. 

architecture. 
Classic  and  Early  Christian. 
Grothic  and  Renaissance.     By  T.  Roger  Smith. 

sculpture. 
Antique  :  Eg-yptian  and  Greek. 
Renaissance  and  Modern.     By  Leader  Scott. 
Ltiderivick  {F,  A.  ;  Q^C.)  Side  Lights  on  the  Stuarts,     Essays, 

Illustrated,  Svo. 
Index  to  the  English    Catalogue,  Jan.,    1874,  to   Dec,    1880. 

Royal  Svo,  half-morocco,  iS^. 
Inglis  {Ho7i.  James ;  "  Maori ")   Our  Neiv  Zealand    Cousins. 
Small  post  Svo,  ds. 

Tent  Life  in    Tiger  Land :    Tivelve    Years  a  Pioneer 

Planter.     Col.  plates,  roy.  Svo,  iSj. 

Irving  {Hemy)  Impressions  of  Ax  m  erica.   2  vols.,  2iJ-. ;    i  vol.,  ds, 

Irving  {  Washington).    Library  Edition  of  his  Works  in  27  vols., 

Copyright,  with  the  Author's  Latest  Revisions.      *' Geoffrey  Crayon" 

Edition,  large  square  Svo.    I2J'.  6c/.  per  vol.     See  also  ''Little  Britain." 
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'^AMES  (C.)  Curiosities  of  Law  and  Lawyers.     8vo,  7^.  dd. 

Japan.     See  Anderson,  Artistic,,  Audsley,  also  Morse. 
Jefferies  {Richard)  Amaryllis  at  the  Fair.     Small  8vo,  7^.  dd. 
Jerdon  (^Gertrude)  Key-hole  Country.    Illustrated.    Crown  8vo, 

cloth,  2s. 
Johnston    {IT.  H.)  River   Congo ^  from   its  Mouth  to  Boloho. 

New  Edition,  Svo,  lis. 
Johnstone   (Z>.    Laiuson)  Land    of   the    Mountain    L{djigdom, 

Illust. ,  crown  Svo. 
Jo?tes  {Majoj')  Heroes  of  Lndustry.     Biographies  with  Portraits. 

7j.  (>d. 

Emigrants^  Friend.  Guide  to  the  U.S.     N.Ed.     2s.  6d. 

Julie7i  (F.)  English  Studenfs  French  Examiner.     16 mo,  2s. 

Conversational  French  Reader.     i6mo,  cloth,  2s.  6d. 

French  at  Home  and  at  School.    Book  I.,  Accidence,    2s. 

First  Lessons  in  Conversational  French  Grammar.     \s, 

Petites  Legons  de  Conversation  et  de  Grammaire.     35-. 

Phrases  of  Daily  Use.     Limp  cloth,  6^. 

• •  '^  Petites  Legons  "  a?id  "  Phrases  "  in  one.     t^s.  6d. 


J^ARR  {H.  W.  Seton)  Shores  afid  Alps  of  Alaska.     Svo, 
-^^     i6j. 
Keats.     Endymion.     Illust.  by  W.  St.  John  Harper.     Imp. 

4to,  gilt  top,  42J-. 
Kempis  {Thomas  a)  Daily  Text-Book.     Square  i6mo,  2s.  6d.; 

interleaved  as  a  Birthday  Book,  3^.  6ii. 
Kent's  Commentaries  :  an  Abridgment  for  Students  of  American 

Law.    By  Eden  F.  Thompson.     \os.  6d. 
Kerr  {W.  M.)  Far  Lnterior :  Cape  of  Good  Hope,  across  the 

Zambesi,  to  the  Lake   Regions.     Illustrated  from  Sketches,  2  vols. 

Svo,  32J-. 
Kershaw  (S.  JV.)  Protestants  from   France  in   their  English 

Home.     Crown  Svo,  6j. 
King  {Henry)    Savage   London;    Riverside    Characters^    6^^. 

Crown  Svo,  6^. 
Kingston  {IV.  H.   G.)    Works.     Illustrated,  i6mo,  gilt  edges, 

3^.  6d. ;  plainer  binding,  plain  edges,  2s.  6d.  each. 


Captain   Mugford,  or.  Our  Salt 

and  Fresh  Water  Tutors. 
Dick  Cheveley. 
Heir  of  Kilfinnan. 


Snow-Shoes  and  Canoes. 
Two  Supercargoes. 
With  Axe  and  Rille. 
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Kingsley  (Rose)    Children  of  Westminster  Abbey  :    Studies  in 

English  History.    5 J. 
Knight  {E.  J.)   Cruise  of  the  '' Falconr     New  Ed.    Cr.    Svo, 

Knox  (Col) Boy  Travellers  on  the  Congo.  Illns.  Cr.  8vo,  7^-.  Gd, 
Kufihardt  {C,  B,)  Small  Yachts  :  Design  and  Construction.  355. 
Steam  Yachts  and  Launches.     Illustrated.     4tOj  i6j. 


T  AMB    {Charles^  Essays   of  Elia.      Illustrated  by  C.  O. 
•'-^     Murray.    6j. 

Za?iie?''s   Works.     Illustrated,    crown  8vo,  gilt   edges,   p.  6d. 
each. 
Boy's  King  Arthur. 


Boy's  Froissart. 

Boy's  Knightly  Legends  of  Wales. 


Boy's  Percy:  Ballads  of  Love  and 

Adventure,     selected    from     the 

Reliques." 


La7isdell{B.)  Through  Siberia.    2  vols.,  8vo,  30.?.;  i  vol.,  10^.  6d. 

Russia  in  Central  Asia,     Illustrated.     2  vols.,  425-. 

Through  Central  Asia ;   Russo- Afghan  Frontier ^  &^c. 

8v5,  12s. 
Larden  (W.)  School  Course  on  LLeat.     Second  Ed.,  Illust.     $s. 
Laurie  {Andre)  Selene  Company,  Limited.     Crown  8vo,  7.?.  Gd. 
Layard  {Mrs.   Granville)    Through  the   West  Lndics.     Small 

post  SvO,  7.S.  6d. 

Lea  (If.   C).  History  of  the  Inquisition   of  tJu  Middle  Ages. 

3  vols.,  Svo,  42J-. 

Le?non  (M.)  Small  House  over  the  Water,  atid  Stories.  lUust. 
by  Cruikshank,  &c.     Crown  Svo,  6s. 

Leo  XIII.  :    Life.      By   Bernard   O'Reilly.      With   Steel 

Portrait  from  Photograph,  &c.     Large  Svo,  \%s. ;    edit,  de  luxe,  63^-. 

Leonardo  da  VincVs  Literary  Works.  Edited  by  Dr.  Jean 
Paul  Richter.  Containing  his  Writings  on  Painting,  Sculpture, 
and  Architecture,  his  Philosophical  Maxims,  Humorous  Writings,  and 
Miscellaneous  Notes  on  Personal  Events,  on  his  Contemporaries,  on 
Literature,  &c.  ;  published  from  Manuscripts.  2  vols.,  imperial  Svo, 
containing  about  200  Drawings  in  Autotype  Reproductions,  and  nu- 
merous other  Illustrations.     Twelve  Guineas. 

Library  of  Religious  Poetry.  Best  Poems  of  all  Ages.  Edited 
by  ScHAFF  and  Oilman.     Royal  Svo,  lis.-,  cheaper  binding,  \os.  Gd. 

Lindsay  (W.  S)  History  of  Merchant  Shipping.  Over  150 
Illustrations,  Maps,  and  Charts.  In  4  vols,,  demy  Svo,  cloth  extra. 
Vols.  I  and  2,  iij-.  each ;  vols.  3  and  4,  145'.  each.     4  vols.,  50^-. 

Little  (Archibald J.)  Through  the  Yang-tse  Gorges:  Trade  and 
Travel  in  Western  China,     New  Edition.     Svo,  los.  td. 
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Little  Britain,  The  Spectre  Bridegroom,  and  Legend  of  Sleepy 

Hollow.     By  Washington  Irving.     An  entirely  New  Edition  de 

luxe.     Illustrated  by  120  very   fine  Engravings  on   Wood,   by   Mr. 

J.  D.  Cooper.     Designed  by  Mr.  Charles  6.  Murray.     Re-issue, 

square  crown  8vo,  cloth,  6^. 
Longfellow.     Maidenhood.     With  Coloured  Plates.      Oblong 

4to,  2s.  6d. ;  gilt  edges,  3J.  6d. 
Courtship  of  Miles  Standish.     Illust.  by  Broughton, 

&c.     Imp,  4to,  2IJ-. 
Nuremberg,    28  Photogravures.     Ilium,  by  M.  and  x\. 

COMEGYS.     4to,  31J.  dd. 
Lowell  {/.  J?.)  Vision  of  Sir  Laiinfal.   Illustrated,  royal  4to,  63^. 

Life  of  Nathaniel  Hawthorne.     Small  post  8vo, 

Lozv^s  Standard  LJbra?y  of  Travel  and  Adventure.     Crown  8vo, 

uniform  in  cloth  extra,  'js.  6d.,  except  where  price  is  given. 

1.  The  Great  Lone  Land.     By  Major  W.  F.  Butler,  C.B. 

2.  The  Wild  North  Land.     By  Major  W.  F.  Butler,  C.B. 

3.  How  I  found  Living-stone.    By  H.  M.  Stanley, 

4.  Through  the  Dark  Continent.     By  II.  M.  Stanley.     12s.  6d. 

5.  The  Threshold  of  the  Unknown  Regrion.     By  C.  R,  Mark- 

HAM,     (4th  Edition,  with  Additional  Chapters,  los.  6d.) 

6.  Cruise  of  the  Challengrer.     By  W.  J,  J.  Spry,  R,N. 

7.  Burnaby's  On  Horseback  throug-h  Asia  Minor,      los.  6d. 

8.  Schweinfurth's  Heart  of  Africa.     2  vols.,  15^. 

9.  Throug-h  America.     By  W.  G.  Marshall. 

10.  Through  Siberia.     II.  and  unabridged,  1 0J'.6r^    By  II.  LansDELL. 

11.  From  Home  to  Home.     By  Stavei  EV  Hill. 

12.  Cruise  of  the  Falcon.     By  E.  J.  Knight. 

13.  Through  Masai  Land.     By  Joseph  Thomson. 

14.  To  the  Central  African  Lakes.     By  Joseph  Thomson. 

15.  Queen's  Hig-hway.     By  Stuart  Cumberland. 

Lozu^s  Standard  Novels.    Small  post  8vo,  cloth  extra,  ds.  each, 
unless  otherwise  stated, 
A  Daughter  of  Heth,     By  W.  Black. 
In  Silk  Attire.     By  W,  Black. 
Kilmeny.     A  Novel.     By  W,  Black. 
Lady  Silverdale's  Sweetheart.     By  W.  Bl.ACK. 
Sunrise,     By  W.  Black, 
Three  Feathers.     By  William  Black, 
Alice  Lorraine,     By  R,  D.  Blackmore. 
Christowell,  a  Dartmoor  Tale.     By  R,  D,  Blackmore. 
Clara  "Vaughan.     By  R.  D.  Blackmore. 
Cradock  Nowell.     By  R.  D,  Blackmore. 
Cripps  the  Carrier.     By  R.  D,  Blackmore. 
Erema;  or,  My  Father's  Sin.     By  R.  D.  Blackmore. 
Lorna  Doone.     By  R.  D.  Blackmore.     25th  Edition.  ^ 

Mary  Anerley.     By  R.  D.  Blackmore. 
Tommy  Upmore.     By  R.  D.  Blackmore. 
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Loids  Standard  N'ovels — contiimed. 
Bonaventure.     By  G.  W.  Cable. 
An  Eng-lish  Squire.     By  Miss  Coleridge, 
Some  One  Else.     By  Mrs.  B.  M.  Croker. 
Under  the  Stars  and  Stripes.     By  E.  De  Leon. 
Halfway.     By  Miss  Betham-Edwards. 
A  Story  of  the  Drag-onnades.    By  Rev,  E.  GlLLiAT,  M.A. 
A  Laodicean.     By  Thomas  Hardy. 
Far  from  the  Madding-  Crowd.     By  Thomas  Hardy. 
Mayor  of  Casterbridg-e.     By  Thomas  Hardy. 
Pair  of  Blue  Eyes.     By  Thomas  Hard  v. 
Return  of  the  Native.     By  Thomas  Hardy. 
The  Hand  of  Ethelherta.     By  Thomas  Hardy. 
The  Trumpet  Major.     By  Thomas  Hardy. 
Two  on  a  Tower.     By  Thomas  Hardy. 
Old  House  at  Sandwich.     By  Joseph  Hatton. 
Three  Recruits.     By  Joseph  Hatton. 
A  Golden  Sorrow.     By  Mrs.  Cashel  Hoey.     New  Edition. 
A  Stern  Chase.     By  Mrs.  Cashel  Hoey. 
Out  of  Court.    By  Mrs.  Cashel  Hoey. 
Don  John.     By  Jean  Ingelow. 
John  Jerome.     By  Jean  Ingelow.     ^s. 
Sarah  de  Berenger.     By  Jean  Ingelow. 
Adela  Cathcart.    By  George  Mac  Donald. 
Guild  Court.    By  George  Mac  Donald. 
Mary  Marston.     By  George  Mac  Donald. 

Stephen  Archer.   New  Ed.  of  "Gifts."   By  George  Mac  Donald. 
The  Vicar's  Daug-hter.     By  George  Mac  Donald. 
Orts.     By  George  Mac  Donald. 
Weig-hed  and  Wanting*.     By  George  Mac  Donald. 
Diane.     By  Mrs.  Macquoid. 
Elinor  Dryden.     By  Mrs,  Macquoid. 
My  Liady  Greensleeves.     By  Helen  Mathers. 
Spell  of  Ashtaroth.     By  Duffield  Osborne.     5^. 
Alaric  Spenceley.     By  Mrs.  J.  H,  Riddell. 
Daisies  and  Buttercups.     By  Mrs.  J.  H.  Riddell. 
The  Senior  Partner.    By  Mrs.  J.  H.  Riddell. 
A  Strug-g-le  for  Fame.      By  Mrs.  J.  H,  Riddell. 
Frozen  Pirate.     By  W.  Clark  Russell. 
Jack's  Courtship.    ByW.  Clark  Russell. 
John  Holdsworth.     By  W.  Clark  Russell. 
A  Sailor's  Sweetheart.     By  W.  Clark  Russell. 
Sea  Q,ueen.    By  W.  Clark  Russell. 
Watch  Below.    By  W.  Clark  Russell. 
Strang-e  Voyag-e.    By  W.  Clark  Russell. 
Wreck  of  the  Grosvenor.    By  W.  Clark  Russeli, 
The  Lady  Maud.     By  W.  Clark  Russell. 
liittle  Loo.     By  W.  Clark  Russell, 
Bee-man  of  Orn.     By  Frank  R.  Stockton. 
My  Wife  and  I.    By  Mrs.  Harriet  B.  Stow?., 


List  of  Puhlica  tions.  t  9 


Low's  Standard  Novels — continued. 

The  Late  Mrs.  Null.     By  Frank  R.  Stockton. 
Hundredth  Man.     By  Frank  R.  Stockton. 
Old  Town  Folk.     By  Mrs.  Harriet  B.  Stowe. 
"We  and  our  Neig-htoours.     By  Mrs.  Harriet  B.  Stowe. 
Pog-anuc  People,  their  Loves  and  Lives.     By  Mrs.  Stowe. 
Ulu:   an  African  Romance.     By  Joseph  Thomson. 
Ben  Hur :  a  Tale  of  the  Christ.     By  Lew.  Wallace. 
Anne.    By  Constance  Fenimore  Woolson. 
East  Ang-els.     By  Constance  Fenimore  Woolson. 
For  the  Major.    By  Constance  Fenimore  Woolson.    5^. 
French  Heiress  in  her  own  Chateau. 
Low's  Series  of  Standard  Books  for  Boys.     With  numerous 
Illustrations,  2s.  6d. ;  gilt  edges,  3^.  6d.  each. 

Dick  Cheveley.     By  W.  H.  G.  Kingston. 

Heir  of  Kilfinnan.     By  W-  II.  G.  Kingston. 

Off  to  the  Wilds.     By  G.  Manville  Fenn. 

The  Two  Supercargoes.     By  W.  II.  G.  KING^TON. 

The  Silver  Canon.    By  G.  Manville  Fenn. 

"Under  the  Meteor  Flag-.     By  Harry  Collingwood. 

Jack  Archer  :  a  Tale  of  the  Crimea.     By  G.  A.  Henty. 

The  Mutiny  on  Board  the  Ship  Leander.     By  B.  Heldmann. 

With  Axe  and  Rifle  on  the  Western  Prairies.     By  W.  II.  G. 
Kingston. 

Red  Cloud,  the  Solitary  Sioux  :  a  Tale  of  the  Great  Prairie. 
By  Col.  Sir  Wm.  Butler,  K.C.B. 

The  Voyag-e  of  the  Aurora.     By  Harry  Collingwood. 

Charmouth   Grange:    a   Tale   of  the    17th    Century.     By   J. 
Percy  Groves. 

Snowshoes  and  Canoes.     By  W.  H.  G.  Kingston. 

The  Son  of  the  Constable  of  France.     By  Louis  Rousselet. 

Captain  Mugford;   or,  Our     Salt  and    Fresh  Water  Tutors. 
Edited  by  W.  H.  G.  Kingston. 

The  Cornet  of  Horse,  a   Tale   of  Marlborough's  Wars.     By 
G.  A.  Henty. 

The  Adventures  of  Captain  Mago.     By  Leon  Caiiun. 

Noble  Words  and  Noble  Needs. 

The  King  of  the  Tigers.     By  RoussELET. 

Hans  Brinker;  or,  The  Silver  Skates.     By  Mrs.  Dodge. 

The  Drummer-Boy,  a  Story  of  the  time  of  Washington.     By 

ROUSSELET. 

Adventures  in  New  Guinea  :  The  Narrative  of  Louis  Tregance. 
The  Crusoes  of  Guiana.     By  Boussenard. 

The  Gold  Seekers.     A  Sequel  to  the  Above.     By  Boussenard. 
Winning  His  Spurs,  a  Tale  of  the  Crusades.     By  G.  A.  Henty. 
The  Blue  Banner.     By  Leon  Cahun. 
Low's  Pocket  EncyclopcBdia  :  a  Conipe7idium  of  Ge?ieral  Kn^w- 
ledge  for  Ready   Reference.     Upwards  of  25,000  References,  with 
Plates.    New  ed.,  imp.  32mo, cloth,  marbled  edges,  3^.  6d.\  roan,  4J.  6d. 
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Low's  Handbook  to  London  Charities.    Yearly,  cloth,  is.  6d. ; 
paper,  is. 


l[/rCCORMLCK  {R.).    Voyages  in  the  Arctic  and  Antarctic 
■^  ^-^      Seas  in  Search  of  Sir  John  Franklin,  &c.     With  Maps  and  Lithos. 
2  vols.,  royal  8vo,  52^-.  dd. 

Mac  Donald  {^George).     See  Low's  Standard  Novels. 
Macdowall  {Alex.  B.)  Curve  Pictures  of  Lo?idon  for  the  Social 

Reformer.     \s. 
McGoun's  Commercial  Correspondence.     Crown  8vo,  55. 
Macgregor  {John)   ^^ Rob  Roy'"*   on   the  Baltic.     3rd   Edition, 

small  post  8vo,  2.s.  6d. ;  cloth,  gilt  edges,  y.  6d. 
A   Thousand  Miles   in  the '^ Rob  Roy'''    Canoe,     nth 

Edition,  small  post  8vo,  2s.  6d. ;  cloth,  gilt  edges,  3^.  6d. 

Voyage  Alone  in  the  Yawl  "  Rob  Roy''     New  Edition, 


with  additions,  small  post  8vo,  ^s. ;  3^.  (>d.  and  2s.  6d. 
Mackay  (C.)  Glossary  of  Obscure  Words  in  Shakespeare.     21s, 

Mackenzie  {Sir  Morelt)  Fatal  Illness   of  Frederick   the  Noble. 

Crown  8vo,  limp  cloth,  2.s.  6d. 
Mackenzie  {Rev.Joh7i)  Austral  Africa  :  Losing  it  or  Ruling  it? 

Illustrations  and  Maps.     2  vols.,  8vo,  32^. 
McLellan^S  Own  Story  :  The  War  for  the  Union.    Illust.  i8j. 
McMurdo  {Edward)  History  of  Portugal.     8vo,  2\s. 
Macquoid{Mrs.).     See  Low's  Standard  Novels. 
Magazine.     See  English  Etchings,  Harper. 
Maginn  ( W. )  Miscellanies.     Prose  and  Verse.      With  Memoir. 

2  vols.,  crown  8vo,  24J. 
Main  {Mis.;  Mrs.  Fred  Burnaby^  High  Life  and  Towers  of 

Silence.     Illustrated,  square  8vo,  10^.  6d. 
Ma7iitoba.     See  Bryce. 
Ma7ining  {E.  F.)  Delightful  Thames.     Illustrated.     4to,  fancy 

boards,  5^. 
Markham  { Clefnents  R.)  The  Fighting  Veres,  Sir  F.  and  Sir  H. 

Svo,  iSj. 
War  between  Peru  and  Chili,  1879-1881.    Third  Ed. 

Crown  8vo,  with  Maps,  lox.  dd. 

See  also  "Foreign  Countries,"  Maury,  and  Veres. 


Marshall  {W.  G.)  Through  America.     New  Ed.,  cr.  8vo,  7^.  6d. 
MaJ'ston  {W.)  Eminent  Recent  Actors ^  Reminiscences  Critical, 

&c.     2  vols.     Crown  8vo,  2\s. 
Martifi  {J^.  IV.)  Float  Fishing  and  Spinning  in  the  Nottinghain 

Style.     New  Edition.     Crown  Svo,  zs.  6d. 
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Matthews  {J.    W.^  M.D.)  Inat^adi  Yavii :    Twenty  years  in 

South  AfricT.     With  many  Engravings,  royal  8vo,  14^. 
Maury  (^Commander)  Physical  Geography  of  the  Sea,  and  its 

Meteorology.     New  Edition,  with  Charts  and  Diagrams,  cr.  8vo,  ds. 
Life.     By  his  Daughter.    Edited  by  Mr.  Clements  R. 

Markham.     With  portrait  of  Mauiy.     8vo,  I2j.  6r/. 
Men  of  Mark:  Portraits  of  the  most  Eminent  Men  of  the  Day, 

Complete  in  7  Vols.,  4to,  handsomely  bound,  gilt  edges,  25j-.  each. 
Mendelssohn  Family  {The),    1729  — 1847.     From   Letters  and 

Journals.     Translated.     New  Edition,  2  vols.,  Svo,  30X. 
Mendelssohn.     See  also  "  Great  Musicians." 
Merrifeld's  Nautical  Astronomy.     Crown  Svo,  "js.  6d. 
Merrylees  {/.)  Carlsbad  and  its  Environs,     ys.  6d. ;  roan,  gs. 
Milford  (P.)  Ned  Stafford's  Experiences  ifi  the  United  States,   ^s. 
Mills  (y.)  Alternative  Elementary  Chemist?y.     Illust.,  cr.  Svo. 

Alernative  Course  in  Physics. 

Mitchell  {L>.    G. ;  Lk.  Marvel)    Works.      Uniform    Edition, 

small  Svo,  5i-.  each. 


Bound  together. 
Doctor  Johns. 
Dream  Life. 
Out-of-Town  Places. 


Reveries  of  a  Bachelor. 

Seven  Stories,  Basement  and  Attic. 

Wet  Days  at  Edgewood. 


Mitford  {Mary  Russell)  Our  Village.   With  1 2  full-page  and  157 

smaller  Cuts.     Cr.  4to,  cloth,  gilt  edges,  21s.;  cheaper  binding,  ios.6d. 
Moffatt  {W.)  Land  a?ui    Work;  Depression,  Agricultural  and 

Commercial.     Crown  Svo,  5^. 
Mohammed  Benani:    A  Story  of  To-day.     Svo,  10s.  dd. 
Mollett  {/.  W.)  Illustrated  Dictionary  of  Words  used  in  Art  and 

Archaeology.     Illustrated,  small  4to,  i5j-. 
Moloney  {Governor)  Forestry  of  West  Africa.     \os.  6d. 
Mo7iey  {E.)  The  Truth  about  America.     New  Edition.     2s.  6d. 
Morlands,  The.    A  Tale  of  Anglo-Indian  Life.     By  Author  of 

"  Sleepy  Sketches."     Crown  Svo,  6s. 
Morley  {Henry)  English  Literature  in  the  Reign  of  Victoria. 

2000th  volume  of  the  Tauchnitz  Collection  of  Authors.     iSmo,  2s.  6.7. 
Mormojiism.     See  "  Stenhouse." 
Morse  {E.  S.)  Japanese  Homes  and  their  Stwroundings.     With 

'-*    more  than  300  Illustrations.     Re-issue,  \os.  6d. 
Llorten  {Honnor)  Sketches  of  Hospital  Life.    Cr.  Svo,  sewed,  li". 
Morwood.     Our  Gipsies  in  City,  Tent,  afid  Va?i.     Svo,  iSj". 
Moxon  {  Walter)  Pilocereus  Senilis.     Fcap.  Svo,  gilt  top,  2>^.  6d. 
Muller  (E.)  Noble  Words  and  Noble  Deeds.     Illustrated,  gilt 

edges,  3^-.  dd. ;  plainer  binding,  2s.  6d. 
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Murray  {E.  C.  Grenville)  Memoirs.     By  his  widow.     2  vols. 
Muss^rave  {Mrs.)  Miriam.     Crown  8vo. 
Music.     See  "  Great  Musicians." 

ATAPO LEON  and  Marie  Louise:  Memoirs,    By  Madame 

"^  *        DURAND.      *]S.  6d. 

Nethercote  {C.  B)  Pytchley  LLunt.     New  Ed.,  cr.  8vo,  2>s.  6d, 

New  Zealand.     See  Bradshaw. 

Neiv  Zealand  Rulers  and  Statesmen.     See  Gisborne. 

Nichoils  {J.  H.  Kerry')  The  King  Country :  Explorations  in 
New  Zealand.     Many  Illustrations  and  Map.     New  Edition,  8vo,  2\s. 

Nishet  {LLume)  Life  and  Nature  Studies.  With  Etching  by 
C.  O.  Murray.     Crown  8vo,  6s. 

Nordhoff  {C.)  California^  for  Liealth,  Pleasure,  and  Residence. 
New  Edition,  8vo,  with  Maps  and  Illustrations,  \2s.  6d. 

No?^man  {C.  P.)  Corsairs  of  Prance.     With  Portraits.     8vo,  iSs. 

Northbrook  Gallery.  Edited  by  Lord  Ronald  Gower.  36  Per- 
manent Photographs.     Imperial  4to,  63J. ;  large  paper,  105^'. 

Nott  {Major)  Wild  Animals  Photographed  and  Described.    355-. 

Nursery  Playmates  {Prince  of ).  217  Coloured  Pictures  for 
Children  by  eminent  Artists.      Folio,  in  coloui-ed  boards,  6j. 

Nursing  Record.  Yearly,  d>s.',  half-yearly,  ^s,  6d.;  quarterly, 
2s.  bd  ;  weekly,  2d. 

ryPRLEN  (R.  B.)   Fifty    Years  of  Concessions  to  Lreland. 

^     With  a  Portrait  of  T.  Drumniond.     Vol.  I.,  i6j.,  II.,  i6j. 

Orient  Line  Guide  BooJz.     By  W.  J.  Loftie.     5^. 

Orvis  (C.  P.)  Pishing  qvith  the  Fly.    Illustrated.    8vo,  \2s.  6d. 

Osborne  {Duffield)  Spell  of  Ashtaroth.     Crown  8vo,  5 J. 

Our  Little  Ones  in  Heaven.     Edited  by  the  Rev.  H.  Robbins. 

With  Frontispiece  after  Sir  Joshua  Reynolds.     New  Edition,  5^. 
Owen  {Douglas)  Marine  Lnsurance  Notes  and  Clauses.     New 

Edition,  I4J-. 

pALLLSER  {Mrs.)  A  History  of  Lace.     New  Edition,  with 
■^        additional  cuts  and  text.     8vo,  2IJ". 
The  China    Collector's  Pocket  Companion.     With  up- 

M^ards  of  looo  Illustrations  of  Marks  and  Monograms.  Small  8vo,  5.r. 
Parkin  {/.)  Antidotal  Treai7nent  of  Epidemic  Cholera.  35.  (yd. 
Epidejniology  in  the  Animal  and  Vegetable  Kingdom. 

Part  I.,  crown  8vo,  3^.  dd.-,  Part  II. ,  y.  6d. 

Volcanic   Origin    of  Epidemics.       Popular    Edition, 


crown  8yo,  2s. 
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Payne  {T.  O.)  Solomon^ s  Temple  a?id  Capitol,  Ark  of  the  Flood 

and  Tabernacle  (four  sections  at  24^-.),  extra  binding-,  105^. 
Fennell  {H.    Cholmondele}')  Sportiiig  Fish  of  Great  Britain 

15J.  ;  large  paper,  30X. 

Modei-n  Iviproveitients  in  Fishing-tackle.   Crown  Svo,  2s. 

Ferelaer  {M.  T.  H.)  Fan  Away  from  the  Dutch  ;  Borneo,  qt-'c. 

Illustrated,  square  Svo,  *]s.  6d. 
Fharmacopxia  of  the  United  States  of  America.     Svo,  2\s. 
Fhilpt  {H.  J.)  Diabetes  Mellitus.     Crown  Svo,  5^. 
Diet    System.      Tables.       I.    Diabetes;     II.    Gout; 

III.  Dyspepsia ;  IV.  Corpulence.     Incases,  ij-.  each. 
Flunkett  {Major  G.   T,)  Frimer  of  Orthographic  Frojcciion. 

Elementary  Solid  Geometry.     With  Problems  and  Exercises.     2s.  6d. 
Foe  {E.  A.)  The  Faven.    lUustr.  by  Dore.    Imperial  folio,  (i^^s. 
Fo ems  of  the  Finer  Life.      Chiefly  Modern.     Small  Svo,  5^'. 
Folar  Expeditions.     See  JMcCormick. 
Forcher   (A.)   Juvenile  French   Flays.      With    Notes    and   a 

Vocabulary.     iSmo,  \s. 
Forter  {Admiral  David  D.)    Naval  History  of  Civil   War. 

Portraits,  Plans,  &c.     4to,  25^- 
Forter  {Noah)  Elements  of  Moral  Science.      10s.  6d. 
Portraits  of  Celebrated  Face-horses   of  the   Fast  and  Present 

Centuries. -with  Pedigrees  and  Performances.    4  vols.,  4to,  126?. 
Powles  (Z.  Z>.)  Land  of  the  Fink  Pearl:  Life  i?t  the  Bahamas. 

8vo,  los.  6d. 
Foynter  {Edward  J.,  F.A.).     See  "  Illustrated  Text-books." 
Fritt  {T.  E.)  North    Country    Flies.      Illustrated   from   the 

Author's  Drawings.     10^.  (yd. 

Publisher^  Circular  {The),  and  Genei-al  Feco?'d  of  British  and 
Foreign  Literature.     Published  on  the  1st  and  15th  of  every  Month,  3^. 

Fyle  {Howara)  Otto  of  the  Silver  Hand.  Illustrated  by  the 
Author.     Svo,  '^s.  6d. 


TDAMBA  UD.     LFstory  of  Fussia.    New  Edition,  Illustrated. 

-*  ^      3  vols.,  Svo,  2\S. 

Feher.      History  of  Mediceval  Art.      Translated  by  Clarke. 

422  Illustrations  and  Glossary.     Svo, 
Bedford {Gi)  Aficient Sculpture.    New  Ed.     Crown  Svo,  lojr.  6^/. 
Feed  {Sir  E.  /.,  M.F.)  and  Simpson,     Modern  Ships  of  War. 

lUust.,  royal  Svo,  \os.  6d. 
Richards    { W.)    Aluminium :    its    History,    Occurrence,    6-v. 

Illustrated,  crown  Svo,  12s.  6d. 
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Richter  {D?-.  Jean  Paul)  Italian  Art  in  the  National  Gallery. 
4to.    Illustrated.    Cloth  gilt,  £2  2.S.;  half-morocco,  uncut,  £2  \2s.  dd. 

See  also  Leonardo  da  Vinci. 

Riddell  {Mrs.  J.  H.)     See  Low's  Standard  Novels. 
Robertson  {Atine  /.)  Myself  and  my  Relatives.     New  Edition, 

crown  8vo,  5j-. 
Robin  Hood;  Merry  Adventures  of.     Written  and  illustrated 

by  Howard  Pyle.     Imperial  8vo,  151. 

Robinson  {Phil.)  In  my  Indian  Garden.     New  Edition,  i6mo, 

limp  cloth,  is. 

Noa/i's  Af-k.    Unnatu7'al  History.   Sm.  post  8vo,  125.  6^/. 

Sinners  and  Saints  :  a  Tour  across  the  United  States  of 

America,  and  Round  them.     Crown  8vo,  lo^.  6d. 
Under  the  Pimkah.     New  Ed._,  cr.  8vo_,  limp  cloth^  2s. 


Rockstro  (JF.  S.)  History  of  Micsic.     New  Edition.    8vo,  145-. 
Roland.,  The  Story  of.     Crown  Svo,  illustrated,  ds. 

Rolfe  {Eustace  Neville)  Pompeii,   Popular  and  Practical,     Cr. 

^vo,  "js.  6d. 
Rome  and  the  Environs.     With  plan?,  3^". 
Rose  (y .)  Complete  P}'actical Machinist.  New  Ed. ,  1 2mo,  1 2s.  6d. 

Key  to  Engifies  and  Eiigine-rufining.    Crown  Svo,  85.  dd. 

Mechanical  Drawing.     Illustrated,  small  4to,  i6j-. 

Modern  Steam  Engines.     Illustrated.     31^.  dd. 

Steam  Boilers.     Boiler  Construction  and  Examination, 

Illust.,  Svo,  i2s.  6d. 
Rose  library.     Each  volume,  i^.     Many  are  illustrated — 

Little  Women.     By  Louisa  M.  Alcott. 

Little  Woinen  Wedded.     Forming  a  Sequel  to  "  Little  Women. 

Little  Woinen  and  Little  Women  Wedded,    i  vol. ,  cloth  gilt,3J-.  6d. 

Little  Men.    By  L.  M.  Alcott.    Double  vol.,  2s.;  cloth  gilt,  ^s.  6d. 

An  Old-Fashioned  Girl.      By  LouiSA   M.    Alcott.     2s.;  cloth, 
3^.  6d. 

Work.  A  Story  of  Experience.    By  L.  M.  Alcott.    3^.  6d. ;  2  vols., 
IS.  each. 

Stowe  (Mrs.  H.  B.)  The  Pearl  of  Orr's  Island. 

The  Minister's  Wooing-. 

We  and  ovir  Neighbours.     2s. ;  cloth  gilt,  6s. 

My  Wife  and  I.     2s. 

Hans  Brinker  ;  or,  the  Silver  Skates.    By  Mrs.  DoDGE.    Also  5^. 

My  Study  Windows.     By  J.  R.  Lowell. 

The  Guardian  Ang-el.     By  Oliver  Wendell  Holmes. 

My  Summer  in  a  Garden.     By  C.  D.  Warner. 

Dred.     By  Mrs.  Beecher  Stowe.     2s.;  cloth  gilt,  3J-.  6d. 

City  Ballads.     New  Ed.     i6mo.     By  Will  Carleton. 
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Farm  Ballads.     By  Will  Carleton. 

Farm  Festivals.     By  Will  Carleton.  \  i  vol.,  cl.,  gilt  ed.,  3^.  (id. 

Farm  Leg-ends.     By  Will  Carleton. 

The  Rose  in  Bloom.     By  L.  M.  Alcott.     is. ;  cloth  gilt,  3^-.  6c/. 

Eight  Cousins.     By  L.  M.  Alcott.     is.  ;  cloth  gilt,  S^.  6d. 

Under  the  Liilacs.     By  L.  M.  Alcott.     2s.  ;  also  3J.  6d. 

Undiscovered  Country.     By  W.  D.  How  ells. 

Clients  of  Dr.  Bernagius.     By  L.  Biart.     2  parts. 

Silver  Pitchers.     By  Louisa  M.  Alcott.     Cloth,  35-.  6d. 

Jimmy's    Cruise    in    the    "Pinafore,"    and    other   Tales.      By 

Louisa  M.  Alcott.    2s.;  cloth  gilt,  3^.  6d. 
Jack  and  Jill.     By  Louisa  M.  Alcott.     2s.;  Illustrated,  $s. 
Hitherto.    By  the  Author  of  the  "  Gayvvorthys."    2  vols.,  u.  each; 

I  vol.,  cloth  gilt,  3J-.  6d. 
A  Gentleman  of  Leisure.    A  Novel.    By  Edgar  Fawcett.     is. 

Ross  {Mars)  and  Stoneheicer  Cooper.    Highlands  of  Cantabria  ; 

or,  Three  Days  from  England.     Illustrations  and  Map,  8vo,  2is. 
Rothschilds,    the   Financial    Rulers    of   Natiojis.      By   John 

Reeves.     Crown  8vo,  ^s.  6d. 
Roiisselet  {Louis)  Son  of  the  Constable  of  France.     Small  post 

8vo,  numerous  Illustrations,  gilt  edges,  3^.  6c/.;  plainer,  2s.  6d. 
' King  of  the  Tigers  :  a  Story  of  Ce7itral  hidia.     Illus- 
trated.    Small  post  Svo,  gilt,  3r.  6./. ;  plainer,  2s.  6d. 
Drununer  Boy.      Illustrated.       Small    post    Svo,  gilt 

edges,  y.  6d.;  plainer,  2s.  6d. 
Russell  (Dora)  Strange  Message.     3  vols.,  crown  Svo,  31^".  dd. 
Russell  (JV.    Clark)  yach's  Courtship.     New  Ed.,  small  post 

Svo,  6i-. 
English   Channel   Forts  and   the  Estate  of  the   East 

and  West  India  Dock  Company.     Crown  Svo,  \s. 

Frozen  Pirate.     New  Ed.,  lUust,  small  post  Svo,  6.f. 

Sailor's  Language.     Illustrated.     Crown  Svo,  35".  6d. 

Sea  Queen.     New  Ed.,  small  post  Svo,  6s. 

Strange  Voyage.     New  Ed.,  small  post  Svo,  6s. 

The  Lady  Maud.     New  Ed.,  small  post  Svo,  6s. 

Wreck  of  the  Grosvenor.     Small  post  Svo,  6s.      4to, 

sewed,  6d. 

(^ALNTS  and  their  Symbols :  A  Companion  in  the  Churches 
*^     and  Picture  Galleries  of  Europe.    Illustrated.     Royal  l6mo,  3^-.  6d. 
Samuels  {Capt.J.  S.)  From  Forecastle  to  Cabin  :  Autobiography, 

Illustrated.     Crown  Svo,  Zs.  6d. ;  also  with  fewer  Illustrations,  cloth, 

2s.\  paper,  \s. 
Sandlands  {/.  P.)  How  to  Develop  Vocal  Power,     is. 
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Saunders  {A.)  Our  Domestic  Birds:  Poultry  in  England  ajtd 

New  Zealand.     Crown  8vo,  6s. 
Our  Horses :  the  Best  Muscles  controlled  by  the  Best 

Brains.     6s. 
Scherr  {Prof.  J^.)  History  of  English  Literature,   Cr.  8vo,  Zs.  6d. 
Schley.   Rescue  of  Greely.    Maps  and  Illustrations,  8vo,  \2s.  6d, 

Schuyler  {Eugene)  American  Diplomacy  and  the  Eurthera?ice  of 

Commerce.     I2s.  6d. 

The  Life  of  Peter  the  Great.     2  vols.,  8vo,  32^. 

Schweinfurth  {Gcorg)  Heart  of  Africa.     2  vols.,  crown  Svo,  i^s. 
Scott  (Leader)  Renaissance  of  Art  in  Ltaly.     4to,  31^'.  6d. 

Sculpture,  Renaissance  and  Modern.     55. 

Semmes  {Adjn.  Raphael)  Service  Afloat:   The  ^^ Simiter"  and 

the  "Alabama."     Illustrated.     Royal  Svo,  le^-. 
Senior  {W.)   Near  and  Ear ;  an  Angler's  Sketches  of  Home 

Sport  and  Colonial  Life.     Crown  Svo,  6s. 

Waterside  Sketches.     Imp.  32mo,  i.f.  6>d.\  boards,  \s. 

Shakespeare.     Edited  by  R.   Grant  White.    3  vols.,  crown 

Svo,  gilt  top,  36J, ;  edition  de  luxe^  6  vols.,  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6y. 

— — —  See  also  Cundall,  Dethroning,  Donnelly,  Mackay, 

and  White  (R.  Grant). 
Shakespeare' s  Heroi?ies :    Studies  by  Living  English  Painters. 
1 05 J. ;  artists'  proofs,  63OJ. 

Songs  and  Sonnets.     Illust.  by  Sir  John  Gilbert,  R.A. 

4 to,  boards,  5j-. 
Sharpe  (R.  Boivdler)  Birds  in  Nature,     39  coloured  plates 

and  text.     4to,  6y. 
Sidney  {Sir  Philip)  Arcadia.     New  Edition,  6s. 
Siegfried,  The  Story  of     Illustrated,  crown  Svo,  cloth,  6j. 
Simon,     Chifta  :  its  Social  Life.     Crown  Svo,  6^. 
Simson  (A.)  Wilds  of  Ecuador  and  Exploration  of  thePutmnayor 

River.     Crown  Svo,  %s.  6d. 
Sinclair  {Mrs.)  Lndigenous  Flowers  of  the  Hawaiian  Lslands. 

44  Plates  in  Colour.     Imp.  folio,  extra  binding,  gilt  edges,  31J.  6d. 
Sloane  {T.  O.)  Home  Experiments  in  Science  for  Old  and  Young, 

Crown  Svo,  6s, 
Smith  (G.)  Assyrian  Explorations.    Illust.    New  Ed.,  Svo,  i8j. 
The  Chaldean  Account  of  Ge?iesis.     With  many  Illustra- 
tions.    i6s.    New  Ed.    By  Professor  Sayce,     Svo,  iSj. 
Smith  (G.  Barnett)    William  L.   and  the   German   Empire, 

New  Ed.,  Svo,  3^.  6d. 
Smith  (/.  Moyr)  Wooing  of  ^thra.     Illustrated.     3 2 mo,  \s. 


List  of  Publications.  2  7 


Smith  {Sydney)  Life  and  Times.     By  Stuart  J.  Reid.     Illus- 
trated.   8vo,  lis. 
Sniith  {W.  P.)  Laws  concer?iing  Public  Health.      8vo,  31^.  (id. 

Spiers'  French  Dictionary.     29th  Edition,  remodelled.    2  vols., 

8vo,  \2>s.',  half  bound,  2U. 
Spry  ( W.J.  J.,  R.N.,  F.R.G.S)  Cruise  of  H.ALS.''  Challengeri' 

With  Illustrations.     8vo,  iSj-.     Cheap  Edit.,  crown  Svo,  7^.  6d. 
Spyri  {^oh.)  HcidVs  Early  Experiences :  a  Story  for  Childreii 

and  those  who  love  Children.     Illustrated,  small  post  Svo,  4J.  6d. 
HeidVs  Further  Experiences.  Illust.,  sm.  post  Svo,  a^s.  6d. 

Stanley  (H.  Af.)  Congo,  and  Founding  its  Free  State.    Illustrated, 
2  vols.,  Svo,  42s.  ;  re-issue,  2  vols.  Svo,  2ls. 

ILow  LFou/id Livingstone.  Svo,  los.  6d.  ;  cr.  Svo,  'js.  6d. 

— - —  Through  the  Da7'k  Conti7ie?it.     Crown  Svo,  1 2s.  6d. 
Start  iJ.  W,  IC.)  Junior  Afensuration  Exercises.     Sd. 

S ten  house  {Mrs.)  7yranny  of  Mornionism.     Aji  Englishwoman 

in  Utah.     New  ed.,  cr.  Svo,  cloth  elegant,  3^-.  6d. 
Sterry  (J.  Ashby)  Cucu?nber  Chronicles.     55*. 
Stevens  {E.  W.)  Fly-Fishing  in  Maine  Lakes.     Zs.  6d. 
Stevens  {T.)  Around  the  World  on  a  Bicycle.   Vol.11.    Svo.    i6.r. 
Stockton  {Frank  P.)  Rudder  Grange,     35-.  dd. 
Bee- Man  of  Orn,  and  other  Fanciful  Tales.     Cr.  8\o, 

The  Casting  Away  of  Mrs.  Leeks  and  Mrs.  Aleshinc.   \s. 

The  Dusantes.     Sequel  to    the  above.     Sewed,    \s. ; 


this  and  the  preceding  book  in  one  volume,  cloth,  2s.  6d. 

The  Hundredth  Alan.     Small  post  Svo,  ds. 

The  Late  Mrs.  Ntill.     Small  post  Svo,  6s. 

The  Story  of  Viteau.     Illust.     Cr.  Svo,  5^. 

See  also  Low's  Standard  Novlls. 


Stoker  {Bram)  Under  the  Sunset.     Crown  Svo,  6s. 

Storer   {Professor    F.    H)   Agriculture    in    its    Relations    to 

Chemistry.     2  vols.,  Svo,  2^s. 
Stowe{Alrs.  Beecher)Dred.  Cloth,  gilt  edges,  3^.  6d.\  cloth,  is. 
Flowe?'s  and  Fruit  from  her  Writiiigs.     Sm.  post  Svo^ 

3J.  61:. 

Little  Foxes.     Cheap  Ed.,  \s.\  Library  Edition,  4^.  6d. 

My  Wife  and  /.     Cloth^  2s, 


28  Sampson  Loiv,  Mars  ton,  &^  Co.'s 

Stowe  {Mrs.  Beecher)  Old  Town  Folk.     6s. 

We  and  our  Neighbours.     2s. 

Poganuc  People,     6s. 

See  also  Rose  Library. 

Strachan  {/.)  Explorations  and  Adventures  in  New  Guinea, 

Illust.,  crown  8vo,  \2.s. 
Stuttfield{Hugh  E.  M.)  El  Maghreb  :  1200  Miles'  Ride  through 

Marocco.     8j.  dd. 
Sullivan  {A.  M.)  Nutshell  History  of  Ireland.  Paper  boards,  6d. 


7'AINE  {H.  A)  "  Origines."     Translated  by  John  Durand. 
I.     The  Ancient  Regrime.     Demy  8vo,  cloth,  i6s. 
II.     The  Frencli  Revolution.     Vol.  i.        do. 

III.  Do.  do.  Vol.  2.        do. 

IV.  Do.  do.  Vol.  3.         do. 
Ta^ichnitz's    English    Editions    of  German   Authors.      Each 

volume,  cloth  flexible,  2s.  ;  or  sewed,  is.  6d.    (Catalogues  post  free.) 
Tauchnitz  {B .)  Geri7ian  Dictionary.     2s.  \  paper,  i^.  6d.;  roan, 

2s.  6d. 

French  Dictionary .      2s.',  paper,  ij-.  6d.',  roan,  2s.  6d. 

Italian  Dictionary.     2s.  ;  paper,  ij-.  6d. ;  roan,  2s.  6d. 

■  ' Latin  Dictionary.     2s.  \  paper,  \s.  6d. ;  roan,  2s.  6d. 

■  Spanish  and  English.     2s. ;  paper,  i^.  6d. ;  roan,  2s.  6d. 

Spanish  and  French.     2s. \  paper,  ij-.  6d.  \  roan,  2s.  6d. 

Taylor  {R.  L.)  Chemical  Analysis  Tables,     is. 

— —  Chemistry  for  Beginners.     Small  8vo,  i^.  6d. 

Techno- Chemical  Receipt  Book.      With  additions  by  Brannt 

and  Wahl.    lOi".  dd. 
Technological  Dictionary.     See  Tolhausen. 
Thausi?tg  {Prof.)  Malt  and  the  Fabrication  of  Beer.     8vo,  455". 
Theakston  {M.)  British  Angling  Flies.    Illustrated.    Cr.  8vo,  5/. 
Thomson  {Jos.)  Central  African  lakes.     New  edition,  2  vols. 

in  one,  crown  Svo,  Js.  6d. 
Through  Alasai Land.    Illust.  2\s. ;  new  edition,  ys.  6d' 

and  Miss  Harris-Smith.      Ulu :  an  African  Romance. 

crown  Svo,  ds. 
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Tho7nson  (JV.)  Algebra  for  Colleges  a  fid  Schools.    With  Answers, 

5j.  ;  without,  4J-.  6d.  ;  Answers  separate,  is.  6d 
Tolhausen.    Teclmological  German,  English^  a7id  French    Dic- 

tionary.     Vols.  I.,  II.,  with  Supplement,    \2s.  6d.  each;  III.,  9^.  j 

Supplement,  cr.  8vo,  3^.  6d. 
Trornholt  (S.)   Uiider  the  Rays  of  the  AiLrora  Boi'ealis.     By 

C.  SlEWERS.     Photographs  and  Portraits.     2  vols.,  8vo,  30^. 
Tucker  (  W.J.)  Life  and  Society  in  Eastern  Europe,      i^s. 
Tupper  {Martin  Farquhar)  My  Life  as  an  Author.      145". 
Turner  {Edward)  Studies  in  Russian  Literature.    Cr.  8vo,  d>s.  6d. 


TTPTON  {LI.)  Manual  of  Practical  Dairy  Fanning.     Cr. 
^     8vo,  2s. 


jyAN  DAM.     Land  of  Rubens ;  a  conip anion  for  visitors  to 

*^       Belgium.     See  Huet. 

Vaiie  {Denzil)  From  the  Dead.     A  Romance.     2  vols.,  cr.  8vo, 

1 2 J.  . 
Vane   {Sir  Harry   Yoimg).     By   Prof.  James    K.    Hosmer. 

8vo,  iSj. 
Veres.     Biography  of  Sir  Francis  Vere  aiid  Lord  Vere^  leading 

Generals  in  the  Netherlands.  By  Clements  R.  Markham.  8vo,  i8i-. 
Victoria  {Queen)  Life  of.  By  Grace  Greenwood.  Illust.  6^. 
Vincent  {Mrs.  Howard)  Forty  Thousaiid  Miles  over  Land  a7td 

Water.     With  Illustrations.     New  Edit.,  35-.  dd. 
Viollet-le-Duc  {E.)  Lectures  07i  Airhitecture.      Translated  by 

Benjamin  Bucknall,  Architect.     2  vols.,  super-royal  8vo,  £1  y. 


JJZAKEFLELD.     Aix-les-Bains :  Bathing  and  Attractiotis. 

^^     2..  ed. 

Walford  {Mrs.  L.  B.)  Her  Great  Idea,  and  other  Stories.    Cr. 

8vo,  los.  6d. 
Wallace  (Z.)  Ben  Hur:  A  Tale  of  the  Christ.     New  Edition, 

crown  8vo,  6^-. ;  cheaper  edition,  -is. 
Waller   {Rev.    C.    H.)    The   Naines   on   the    Gates  of  Pearl, 

and  other  Studies.     New  Edition.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  y.  6d. 
Words  in  the  Greek  Testament.     Part   I.    Grammar. 

Small  post  8vo,  cloth,  2.s.  6d.     Part  II.   Vocabulary,  2s.  6d. 


BOOKS  BY  JULES  VERNE. 


Li.xos  Cbowit  8vo. 


WORKS. 


( Containine:  350  to  600  pp. 
<       and  from  50  to  100 
(.  full-page  illustrationa. 


In  very 

handsome 
cloth  bind- 
ing, gilt 


20,000  Leagues    under  the  Sea. 

Parts  I.  and  II 

Hector  Servadac 

The  Fur  Country 

The  Earth  to  the  Moon  and  a  Trip 

round  it 

Michael  Strogofi     ^ 

Dick  Sands,  the  Boy  Captain  .  . 
Five  Weeks  in  a  Balloon  .  .  . 
Adventures  of  Three  Englishmen 

and  Three  Russians  .... 
Round  the  World  in  Eighty  Days 

A  Floating  City 

The  Blockade  Runners  .  .  . 
Dr.  Ox's  Experiment  .... 
A  Winter  amid  the  Ice  .  .  . 
Survivors  of  the  "  Chancellor" 

Martin  Paz 

The  Mysterious  Island,  3  vols.  :— 

,  I.  Dropped  from  the  Clouds 

II.  Abandoned 

III.  Secret  of  the  Island  .    . 
The  Child  of  the  Cavern  .    .    . 
The  Begum's  Fortune      .    .    . 
The  Tribulations  of  a  Chinaman 
The  Steam  House,  2  vols.  :— 
I.  Demon  of  Cawnpore   .    . 

II.  Tigers  and  Traitors   .    . 
The  Giant  Raft,  2  vols.  :— 

I.  800  Leagues-  on  the  Amazon 

II.  The  Cryptogram    .    ,    .     . 

The  Green  Ray 

Godfrey  Morgan 

Keraban  the  Inflexible : — 

I.  Captain  of  the  "  Guidara  "  . 

II.  Scarpante  the  Spy .... 
The  Archipelago  on  Fire .  .  .  . 
The  Vanished  Diamond  .  .  .  . 
Mathias  Sandorf     ...;.. 

The  Lottery  Ticket 

Clipper  of  the  Clouds 

ITorth  against  South 

'  Adrift  in  the  Pacific 

Flight  to  France 


10  6 

10  6 

10  6 

10  6 

10  6 


7    6 

22     6 
7    6 


7    6 


7 
7 

7 
7 
6 
7 

7 
7 
7 
7 

10 
7 
7 
7 
7 
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In 

plainer 

binding, 

plain 

edges. 


5    0 
5    0 

5    0 


3  6 
3  6 
3    6 


3  6 

10  6 

3  6 

3  6 

3  6 


3    6 
3    6 


3  6 

3  6 

S  6 

3  G 

3  6 

5  0 


Containing  the  whole  of  thi 
text  with  some  illustration, 


In  cloth 

binding,  gilt 

edges, 

smaller 

tj-pe. 


3 


3    6 
3    6 

f  2  vols.,  "^ 
\2s.  ea.  j 

3     6 

3    6 

2    0 

2    0 

2    0 
(   2    0 


2  0 
2  0 
2    0 

2  0 
2    0 

2  0 
2    0 

2~'o 


Coloured  boarc 


vols.,  Is.  oai 

2  vols.,  Is.  ea( 
2  vols.,  Is.  ea( 

2  vols.,  Is.  ea( 

2  vols..  Is.  ea( 
2  vols.,  Is.  eai 
Is.  Od. 

1    0 


2  vols.,  Is.  c 

Is.  Od, 

3    0 

1 

1 

1 

1 

1 

3 


1    0 
1    0 


Celebrated  Ti!atels  and  Teavellebs.  3  vols.,  8vo,  600  pp.,  100  full-page  illustrations,  12.0.  Go 
gilt  edges,  14s.  each  :— (1)  The  Exploration  of  the  World.  (2)  The  Great  Navigators  OS  xB 
EiGHTfiENTH  Ce^^xubx.    (3)  The  Gbeax  Exploeeks  of  the  Ninexeemxh  Ceniuex. 
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Walleri^Rev.  C.H.)  Adoption  and  the  Covenant.    On  Confirma- 
tion.   2 J.  (id. 

Silver  Sockets;    and   other   Shadows   of    Redemption. 


Sermons  at  Christ  Church,  Hampstead.     Small  post  Svo,  Gs. 
Walsh{A.S.)    Mary,  Quee7i  of  the  House  of  David.    870,35.6^. 
Walton  {Iz.)  Wallet  Book,  CIoIoLXXXV.     Crown  Svo,  half 

vellum,  2is.  ;  large  paper,  42J. 
— —  Compleat  Angler.    Lea  and  Dove  Edition.    Ed.  by  R.  B. 

Marston.     With  full-page  Photogravures  on  India  paper,  and  the 

Woodcuts  on  India  paper  from  blocks.     4to,   half-morocco,   105^.; 

large  paper,  royal  4to,  full  dark  green  morocco,  gilt  top,  2\os. 

\^  Walton  {T.  H.)  Coal  Mining.     With  Illustrations.     4to,  255-. 
"•^M^dropi^O.)  Kingdom  of  Georgia,  lUust.  and  map.    Svo.    143-. 

.yHA^arner  {C.    D.)   My  Su?nmer  in  a  Garden.      Boards,    is.\ 

leatherette,  is.  6d.  •  cloth,  2s. 
, Their  Pilgrimage.     Illustrated   by  C.    S.  Reinhart. 

8vo,  *]s.  6d. 
Warren  (W.  P.)  Paradise  Found;  the  North   Pole  the  Cradle 

of  the  Human  Race.     Illustrated.     Crown  Svo,  \2s.  6d. 
Washington  Irving'' s  Little  Britain.     Square  crown  Svo,  65". 
Wells  {H.  P.)  American  Sainton  Fisherman,     ds. 

Fly  Rods  afid  Fly  Tackle.    Illustrated.     10s.  6d. 

Wells  {/.  W.)  Three  Thousand  Miles  throitgh  Brazil.     Illus- 
trated from  Original  Sketches.     2  vols.  Svo,  32^. 
Wenzel  (O.)  Directory   of  Chemical  Products  of  the   German 

Empire.     Svo,  25J. 
White  \R.  Gra}it)  Englafid  Without  and  Within.     Crown  Svo, 

\os.  6d. 

Every -day  Eiiglish.     \os.  6d. 

Fate  of  Maftsf  eld  Humphreys,  d^c.     Crown  Svo,  6s. 

• Studies  in  Shakespeare.     \qs.  6d. 

Words  ajid  their  Uses.     New  Edit.,  crown  Svo,  ^s. 

Whitney  {Mrs.)  The  Other  Girls.     A  Sequel  to  *'  We  Girls." 

New  ed.     i2mo,  2s. 
We  Girls.     New  Edition.     2s. 


Whittier  {/.  G.)  The  King's  Missive,  and  later  Poems.     iSmo, 

choice  parchment  cover,  3J-.  dd. 

St.  Gregory's  Guest,  &-r.     Recent  Poems.    55-. 

Wilcox  {Marriott)  Real  People.     Sm.  post  Svo,  3-r.  6d. 

"^ Senora  Villena  ;  and  Gray,  an  Oldhaven  Romance.     2 

vols,  in  one,  6^. 
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William  I.  and  tJie  German  Empire.     By  G.  Barnett  Smith. 

New  Edition,  3^.  6c/. 
Willis-Bimd  {J.)  Salmon  Problems,     ^s.  6d.;  boards,  2s.  6d. 
Wills  {Dr.  C.  J. )  Persia  as  it  is.     Crown  8vo,  2>s.  6d. 
Wills,  A  Few  Hints  on  Proving,  tvitJiout  Professional  Assistance. 

By  a  Probate  Court  Official.     8th  Edition,  revised,  with  Forms 

of  Wills,  Residuary  Accounts,  &c.     Fcap,  8vo,  cloth  limp,  \s. 
Wilmot  (A.)  Poetry  of  South  Africa.     Collected  and  arranged. 

Svo,  6j. 
Wilson  {Dr.  Andreiv)  Health  for  the  People.     Cr.  Svo^  75.  dd. 
Wi?isor  {Justin)  Narrative  and  Ci'itical  History  of  America. 

8  vols.,  30J.  each ;  large  paper,  per  vol.,  63^'. 
Woolsey.     Introductio7i  to  International  Laiv.      5th  Ed.,  i8i.     -■ 
Woolson  {Constance  F.)     See  "  Low's  Standard  Novels." 
Wright  {H.)  Friendship  of  God.    Portrait,  &c.    Crown  Svo,  ds. 
Wright  {T.)  Town  of  Cowper,  Olney,  c5^'^.     6s. 
WritUn  to  Order ;   the  Jot(rneyings  of  an  Irresponsible  Egotist. 

By  the  Author  of  "  A  Day  of  my  Life  at  Eton."     Crown  Svo,  6j. 


FRIARTE  {Charles)  Florence:  its  History.  Translated  by 
C.  B.  Pitman.  Illustrated  with  500  Engravings.  Large  imperial 
4to,  extra  binding,  gilt  edges,  63^.;  or  12  Parts,  ^s.  each. 

History ;  the  Medici ;  the  Humanists ;  letters ;  arts ;  the  Renaissance ; 
illustrious  Florentines;  Etruscan  art;  monuments;  sculpture;  painting. 


EontKon: 

SAMPSON  LOW,  MARSTON,  SEARLE,  &  RIVINGTON,  Ld., 

3t.  ^unstan'0  |5<Jwsc^ 
FETTER  LANE,  FLEET  STREET,  E.G. 

Gilbert  and  Rivington,  Ld.,  St.  John's  House,  ClerkenweU  Road   E.G. 
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